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PREFACE. 



Poetry, associated with Music in the expression of 
devotional sentiment, is once and again recommended 
to Christians by St. Paul, under the threefold distribution 
of " Psalms, Hymns, and Spiritual Songs."i The series 
of short poems, contained in this volume, may be regarded 
as humble specimens of the third class, as distinct from 
the "psalms" of the inspired volume, and from "hymns" 
designed for congregational use. 

1 Ephesians v. 19. Colossians iii. 16. " Odes,** as Dr. 
Macknight remarks on the word rendered * songs,* ** were poems 
composed to be sung, accompanied by the lyre, or other musical 
instrument." 



XU. PREFACE. 

It may be affirmed, without meriting the chaise of 
censoriousness, that songs are usually associated with 
sentiments of a character at the best innocently frivolous, 
neither adapted nor intended to benefit the mind. The 
most numerous and the most admired compositions of 
this class are, by a sort of hereditary claim, amatory : 
their influence, so far as it prevails, is employed to awaken 
the softer passions, and enervate youthful sensibility. 
Yet, when it is remembered how many hours are allotted 
to vocal music of this lighter kind ; a reflecting observer 
can scarcely forbear to regret that so favourite a recreation 
should not be more firequently improved into a delightful 
medium of moral and religious benefit. 

Songs there doubtless are, — and of such not a few may 
be selected firom the m3niad — which, without pretending 
to importance in their sentiments, are elegantly pleasing 
or pathetic. Of songs like these, who would blame the 
temperate indulgence ? Yet even these may not be 
adapted to satisfy the taste of those who, desirous to blend 
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Religion with their musical enjoyments, would prefer, to 
songs of every other cast, an air combined with Christian 
thoughts and sacred influences. 

To persons of such a taste the present volume is sub- 
mitted. The writer has aimed to supply a series of songs 
congenial with a devotional mind. It is only where such 
a mind exists, (and happily it is often found in the nu- 
merous class of om* fair musicians,) that songs, of a 
character so unworldly and unfashionable, are likely to 
obtain a favoured reception. That an attempt to conse- 
crate popular melodies may be slighted or disparaged by 
the irreligiotis, must indeed be expected: but let the 
writer hope that both the motive and the tendency of 
such an attempt may secure it from the dispraise of seri- 
(nts Christians ; and that even those, who cannot dismiss 
their prejudice against the airs as thus employed, may 
extend their favour to the verses. 

Many religious persons entertain a distaste for the 



XIV. PREFACE. 

association of sacred sentiments with secular tunes, and 
affirm that they cannot disenchant the mind of the un- 
hallowed influence produced hy the original words. So 
far as relates to " the music of the church," the writer 
entirely concurs with the author of an excellent treatise 
on that subject,2 in the exclusion of secular tunes from 
the psalmody of public worship : the diversified character 
of the assembly combines with the sanctity of the place 
and occasion to justify such an exclusion. The case is 
very difierent, where a few congenial friends in domestic 
privacy indulge their taste for " singing and making me- 
lody in their hearts to the Lord :" to such, it is hoped, 
the following series of songs may prove no unwelcome or 
unprofitable contribution. 

These littie compositions — which have remained in 
manuscript beyond the nine years prescribed by Horace, 

2 " The Music of the Church :" by John Antes La Trobe, M. A. 
1831. 
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and have so long fulfilled their design within the pre- 
cincts of a family — are here presented to the public in a 
prm adapted to their employment either in union ivith, 
or apart from, the corresponding airs. Their arrange- 
ment, in the order in which they were produced, may be 
mentioned as affording an incidental apology for any 
disregard of connection or progression among the subjects 
as here disposed ; while the original association of senti- 
ment is thus preserved. They were commenced as a 
pleasing and promising experiment, for the use of a family 
circle, on some of those national airs^ of which the writer 
had been an early admirer; and, within little more than 
a year, they were found to have accumulated into the 
" Century3 of Sacred Songs," which now appears. Most 



3 If authority were required for this unaccustomed, but strictly 
appropriate, use of the word here employed ; it might be found 
in Shakspeare's expression, ** a century of prayers ;** (Cymbe- 
line, act iv. scene 2,) or in ** A Century of Inventions,** by the 
Marquis of Worcester, 1671, edited with notes by C. F. Parting- 
ton, 1825. 
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of the airs were selected from works so widely circulated^ 
that it is deemed sufficient to mark them in the manner 
employed in the index^ at the end of this volume. In 
some few instances, in which the melody was derived 
from compositions not generally known, the verses must 
he left to sfeak mthout song; and, deprived of their 
musical associates, to wait the chance of some new 
alliance from the taste of those whose notice they may be 
so fortunate as to engage. 

Regarded merely as poems, and divested of their ori- 
ginal character as expressions of music, these songs may 
be found (let the writer hope) to possess recommendations 
of their own, independent of the charm of instrumental 
harmony and vocal melody. Songs, not of Parnassus, 
but of Sion, they give utterance to varied musings on 
religious themes: many* were the irrepressible effiisions 
of devotion, occasioned by a solemn visitation : and if all, 

^The songs from No. 48 to No. 80. 
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like the airs for which they were composed, are brief and 
slight; let them enjoy the benefit of the just remark, 
" Inest ma gratia panns" 

A feeling of strangeness and constraint may naturally 
be expected to attend the Jlrst transition firom the ac- 
customed words to others expressive of sentiment so 
dissimilar : but, — if the writer may appeal to his own 
experience, or to the more impartial opinion of others 
who have tried the musical effect of these songs — ^in this, 
more easily than in most instances, the spell of habit is 
broken, when we are mlling to break it ; the old asso- 
ciations of sentiment are soon displaced by the new, 
where the chief requisite is present, a mind attuned to 
mred themes ; while the sweet or tender, the solemn or 
pathetic spirit of the melody as truly and as beautifully 
blends itself with the adapted cast of thought, in the 
religious as in the irreligious song. The only real dis- 
parity or contrast, by which the feeling of strangeness is 
at first occasioned, is that which subsists between the two 
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classes of sentiment, the sacred and the profane : betwe«i^ 
the sentunent and the melody there may subsist, in eithmrr 
case, an equal and a perfect accordance.^ To an un — 
prejudiced ear, the sweet and well-known air composedL 
for a love-song of Ben Jonson, and here assigned to^ 
LXXXI, harmonises as well, and far more worthily, with- 

that beautiM hymn of Watts, which celebrates the " land- 



5 As fair and easy tests of this assertion, let any of the fbl> 
lowing " Sacred Songs" be tried, in union with the toeU-knoum 
airs, to which they are respectively assigned in the index. 
Introductory stanzas, Nos. I, VI, XI, XII, XV, XXVI, XXIX,, 
XXXVII, XLIV, XLVIII, LVIII, LXIV, LXXI, LXXIV, LXXXV^ 
LXXXVI, LXXXVIII, XC, XCI, XCVI, XCIX, C— It is un- 
necessary to remind the musician, that the airs, even thos& 
which were before of a light and sprightly character, should be 
executed, as they are here employed, in a slow and serious 
manner, congenial with their new and sacred application. In. 
some of the songs, particular stanzas may be selected, as pe- 
culiarly adapted to the voice and air. Perhaps their efifect may 
be rather improved than impaired, when they are expressed by 
the voice alone, in solo or duet, without instrumental accom- 
paniment ; especially if the experiment be made in a sequestered 
scene of nature's summer beauty. 
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of pure delight;** confessedly unsuited as is such an air 
for admission into the psalmody of public worship. 
Should there appear^ in some of the following songs, a 
failure in the adjustment of the sentiment to the music ; 
that failure should be imputed rather to the unskilfulness 
of the artist, than to the nature of the attempt 

" Let but a wise and well-instmcted hand 

Once take the shell beneath his just command ; 

In gentle tones it seems as it complain'd 

Of the rude injuries it late sustain'd ; 

TQl, tun'd at length to some immortal song. 

It sounds Jehovah's name, and pours His praise along."* 



* CowpxB : " Convenatioo.' 



AoeasT, MDCCcxxxTi, clipton. 
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In the Index appended to the present Edition, tlie 
^ter has substituted several well-known and (he trusts) 
well-adapted Airs in the place of others which, however 
Wutifiil, were difficult to be obtained. He has also en- 
riched the 'Additional Pieces' with an admirable and 
apparently unpublished version of the fifty-third chapter 
of Isaiah, firom the pen of Merrick, the poetical trans- 
lator of the Psalms. 



OCTOBSB, 1837. 
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dearest of friends, bt heaven provided 
kindly to bless the path it guided ; 
thine is love that cannot cloy ; 

from that love how much i borrow ! 
thou hast doubled all my joy, 
lighten'd all my sorrow. 

year after year has made thee dearer, 
binding us each to other nearer, 
gracious heaven^ embalm our love ; 

let not death its union sever; 
grant that, glorified above, 

that love may live for ever ! 

thine be these lays; and, should they perish, 
stronger than death the love we cherish. 

YET i'lL trust, IF LAYS LIKE THESE 

THY SWEET PRAISE WAS OFT CONFERR'd ON, 
THEY SOME KINDRED MINDS MAY PLEASE : — 
THIS SHALL BE THEIR GUERDON. 

Feb. 16, 1828. 
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INTRODUCTORY STANZAS. 



CONSECRATION OF SONG. 



1. 

Oh, why should verse and music, given 
To hreathe the soul of sacred themes. 

Be meanly forc'd from claiming heaven. 
Be lost on passion's worthless dreams P 

— No more I sing for earth ; no more 
Beguil'd hy light, unhallow'd lays. 

Let me my tuneful powers restore 

To HIM WHO gave them FOR HIS PRAISE. 

B 
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2. 



And yet the sounds are guiltless all : 
— Those lovely sounds, with feeling fraught. 

From wandering words I'd fein recall. 
And link with fax, far other thought 

Twere hard to bid the sounds adieu. 
Because the words we deem pro&ne : 

Thex gather fruit where thistles grew. 

To SACRED turn WHAT ONCE WAS VAIN. 

3. 

Ah, feel thy life, thus wing'd with haste. 

To reach its near eternal goal. 
Too precious feel, too brief, to waste 

On strains, how far beneath a soul 1 
— ^Yet sing : heaven echoes with sweet song : 

'Tis all by heaven thy song is given : 
Would'st thou thy notes in heaven prolong ? 

Then sing; but tune those notes for heaven 
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4. 



How oft^ in calm, unearthly mood. 

Ere daylight with its cares retum'd, 
O er these lov'd lays the muse would hrood. 

Till all my soul within me hum'd ! 
And oft, in lonely, languid hour. 

When, Sickness, on thy couch I lay. 
This sweet resource has proved its power 

To hallow, while it cheer'd, the day. 

5. 

As varied came the mood of mind. 

The varied theme of song I chose ; 
To grief or joy the notes inclined. 

And prayer or praise responsive rose : 
Or heaven's own page Remembrance us'd ; 

Or lore from nature Fancy drew : 
While, above all, whatever I mus'd, 

A Saviour shone, and charmed the view. 
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6. 



Beam, Friend Divine, thy smile desir'd I 

— Oh, might I deem these lowly lays 
Breathings of soul, by thee inspired — 

Yet take them, turn them to thy praise ! 
And, whether sole or social sung. 

Thine influence to these lays be given. 
Tuning the spirit, with the tongue. 

Its earthly tone to change for heaven 1 

Dec. 18, 1826. 
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.« WHOM THE LORD LOVETH HE CHASTESETH. 

1. 

How does the Woslp, viifa mmha^ hami. 

Its tzeadieniiis love ^tfhj ? 
The siieD sonews tvitli miDT li dbanii 

Her heedless nedm's «st : 
She points him vhere Ainlntkiii vcm^^ 

And Gloiy, iiai*d ia Tanu; 
Where Weilth its glirtPBi i i jg eunK; pumuw^ 

Or Pleasuxe dies m jMOZL 

2. 

Bm how does HzAxzair^ is £utldul iot « ;, 
lis ^oard noslixig ^ry ; 




tun II. — THE CHBISTIASS KBOCBBT 0F HH 



Whex, mj hcnt bcgnflmg. 
All aioond is smiling; 

Oh, Lofd, remember me : 
ll\lien afflktkns pre» me. 
Sins and fears distress me. 

Oh, still remember me : 
On the couch when Ivii^ 
l^ngnkliiTig and dying; 
A\Tien the last, last sighing 

Yields my soul to thee ; 
Then, when friends are fiuling. 
Nought on earth availing. 

Oh, then remember me. 
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•ART III. THE saviour's REQUEST OF THE 

CHRISTIAN. 



1. 

When, caress'd, caressing. 
Thine each earthly blessing ; 

Wilt thou remember me ? 
Then, when smishine fails thee. 
Then, when storm assails thee. 

Will I remember thee. 
When my word is spoken ; 
When the bread is broken. 
Of my death the token. 

Midst my " two or three ;" 
Then thy Friend, once bleeding. 
Now in glory pleading. 

Then most remember me. 
b2 
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2. 



When my brethren languish^ 
Prew'd with want or anguish ; 

In them remember me : 
When thou hedr*st what milli<Mi» 
Death's dark shade pavilions ; 

In them remember me : 
Think what once I suffered. 
How my life I offered. 
How my love discovered. 

Love to all, to thee : 
ThtM, with love's emotion — 
'Vhm, with life's devotion — 

Oh, thus remember me. 

3. 

Wnjl awhile ; be fervent ; 

Ah my friend and servant 

Awhile remember me : 
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Soon shall faith to vision 
Yield in sweet transition. 

If thou remember me : 
Soon, with those before thee 
Gather'd into gloiy,' 
Thou, too, shalt adore me ; 

Soon my face shalt see ; 
All thy faint remembrance 
Lost in bright resemblance ; — 

Oh, then remember me. 



Oct. 10, 1825. 
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III.—CONVERSE WITH CHRIST IN SOLITUDE. 

1. 

Oh, how sweet, divinely pleasant. 
Passing aught by worldling known. 

To converse with Christ as present ; 
Ne*er less lonely than alone ! 2 

2. 
Every feeling to surrender. 

Every secret joy or woe. 
To that Friend, so true, so tender, 

Who can all our nature imow ! 

3. 

Son of God, and seed of woman. 
Full of wisdom, power, and grace. 

He, the Friend, divine, yet hiunan. 
Meets our nature's every case. 

Oct. 15, 1825. 

2 ** Nunquam mintis solus qukm cum solus esset." — Cicer 
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.—ADMONITION TO THE HEART IN RETIREMENT. 

1. 

When I rove or rest alone, 
All unheard, unseen, unknown ; 
Dare I stain with wilful sin 
Outward act, or thought within ? 

2. 

Think, my soul, thy Lord is nigh ; 
Awe thee with his holy eye : 
Think, thy Saviour, thron'd in bliss. 
Was he crucified for this ? — 

3. 

Lord and Saviour, in thy sight 
Still renew my heart aright; 
While my footsteps, led by love. 
Swift in sweet obedience move : 



I 
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Let me still to thee resign 
Every wish ; oh, make it thine ! 
Sin-bom sorrow then shall cease. 
Then shall all be light and peace. 



Oct. 27, 1825. 
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V.-SEEKING THE DIVINE PRESENCE. 

1. 
When I wake at silent night. 

To thee my thoughts are tending ; 
When at sweet return of light. 

To thee, O Lord, ascending. 
Oh, mid crowds and cares of day. 

Thy converse I'm desiring ; 
Oft, while evening steals away. 

To hear thy voice, retiring. 
Thou present, — all's pleasant ; 
Not near me, — none cheer me : 
Still, oh, still be near, I pray, 

Still keep my soul aspiring ! 

2. 

If so sweet to seek thy face. 

As I so oft have found thee. 
Quite alone, or in the place 

Where gathered saints surround thee ; 
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Think how, past expression, sweet 
To share thy full communion. 

Where, all love, thy servants meet 
In heaven's eternal union ! 

Oh, never, — Lord, sever. 

Ne'er leave me — to grieve thee ; 

Till, thy work of grace complete. 
In glory thou receive me ! 

Dec. 11, 1825. 
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VI.— THE BETTER CHOICE. 



1. 
Tempt no more, ye siren pleasures ; 

Oh, how soon your day is o*er ! 
Fading honours, Pithless treasures ; 

Lost your empire ; tempt no more. 
True delight IVe now discover'd. 

Solid glory, endless gain : 
All too long my vain heart hover'd 

O'er thy shadows, world, as vain. 

2. 

Since IVe known my soul's condition. 

Since I daily feel it press ; 
Could I find my trae finution 

Where was none to save, to hless ? 
Round me, lo, a new creation ; 

Jesus makes the sunshine there ; 
While his Spirit's inspiration 

Cheers my soul, its vital air. 



Dec. 14, 1825. 



I 
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VII.— THE OLD AND THE NEW CREATION .s 

1. 

When man to God-like being sprung. 
How sweet the glorious boon he found ! 

While heaven with notes of gladness rung, 
Lo, Eden's beauty smiles around : 

Where'er the stranger bends his vi6w, 

Tis wondrous all, divinely new. 

2. 

By hands unseen the virgin soil 
Is with unlabour'd plenty crown'd : 

— But soon must Adam bow to toil. 

Must dress the late spontaneous ground ; 

x\nd ah, too soon the thorn appears. 

Too soon he blends his bread with tears. 

3 Originally composed for Mozart's fine air, "The Manly Heart." 
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3. 

E'en thus^ when man is bom anew, 

And being's forfeit bliss is given; 
Lo, new-bom Eden starts to view^ 

While angel harps rejoice in heaven : 
*Tis wondrous all^ divinely bright. 
And the ''new creature" walks in light. 

4. 
Then^ too, the heart's tinlabour'd soil 

Is with ni3rsterious plenty crown'd : 
— But soon he finds 'tis meet to toil. 

And dress with sighs the wayward ground ; 
For ah, too soon the thorn appears. 
And heaven's own bread is mix'd with tears. 

5. 

Yet, onward, is no scene display 'd. 
Whose bright beginnings ne'er decay ? 

Must still the prospect ope to fade ? 
Still clouds o'ercast the new-bom day ? 
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No; see the Uist creation burst; 

All clouds^ all changes, there dispers'd. 

6. 
No thorns that paradise infest ; 

No bitter tears its harvest leaven ; 
No toils disturb its hallow*d rest : 

Unlabour'd plenty lasts in heaven. 
Then oh, let faith, let patience here. 
With hope, unfainting, persevere. 

Jan. 7, 1826. 
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VIII.— REST SOUGHT AND FOUND. 

1. 

Tis vain^ all vain : 
AVliere'er I sought around. 

No rest from pain 
My wounded spirit found. 

Awhile my heart 

Forgot to smart, 
£re slumbering guilt awoke : 

But where was balm. 

Its ache to calm. 
When once it felt the stroke ? 

2. 

At last I heard 
" A still small voice," how sweet : 

My heart it stirr'd. 
And won an answer meet 
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Lord^ grant I may. 
Whene'er I stray. 

To that soft call give ear ! 
May still thy voice 
My heart rejoice. 

In every grief or fear 1 

Twas — ^"Come to me. 

Thou weak and weary breast; 
And I to thee 

Will give the wish*d-for rest : 
My burden take. 
Thine own forsake." 

" Oh yes ;" no longer dumb. 
With wistftil sighs 
My heart replies ; 

" I come, dear Lord, I come." 

Jan. 13, 1826. 
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IX.— THE RAINBOW. 



1. 

Beautiful rainbow^ expanded on high ; 
Smiling the brighter, the darker the sky ; 

Amber and rose unite ; 

But the sweet emerald light^ 

Triumphs most exquisite. 
Charming the eye. 

2. 

Emblem of harmonis'd glory and grace, 
Beaming from heaven in Emmanuers face. 
Thus, out of darkness, lo. 
Brightens the mystic bow. 
Where, in triumphant glow, 
Mercy we trace. 

Jan. 15, 1826. 

4 See Rev. iv. 3. comp. Ezek. i. 27, 28. 
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X.--THE REDBREAST. 



** The redbreast warbles still." 

CowPEB, Winter Walk at Noon, 



1. 

How all our aummer J03rs are vanished ! 

The flowerless fields are chill ; 
The woodlands hare^ the warblers banish*d ; 

Yet see the redbreast still 
Lone lingering^ with sweet voice to cheer 
The wanderer midst a scene so drear. 

2. 

And thus, though life's brief sunshine fail him. 

And summer joys be past ; 
Though wintry wind and gloom assail him. 

And death's cold vale at last; 
Hope, sweet-voic'd hope, shall ne'er depart. 
But cheer, through all, the Christian's heart. 
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3. 

When all the fields and woods were smiling. 

The redbreast's note was dear ; 
But dearer, thus alone beguiling 

The sadness of the year : 
And now, with thine, blithe wintry bird, 
The minstrers voice once more is heard. 

4. 
And sweet the Christian oft was singing. 

In life's more sunny day ; 
Yet see to him its winter bringing 

A lonelier, lovelier lay : 
When others mute are mourning round. 
Then, sweetest then, his harp will sound.^ 

Jan. 16, 1826. 

6 '* As oft as I hear the robin redbreast chirp it as cheerfully 
in September, the beginning of winter, as in March, the approach 
of saminer ; why should not we (say I) give as cheerful enter- 
tainment to the hoary frosty hairs of our age's winter, as to 
the primroses of our youth's spring ? why not to the declining 

C 
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XL— PRAISE. 



1. 

Fabswbll to sadness; 

Let every tear depart ; 
Wake all to gladness. 
Wake, oh my heart ! 
Shall worldly triflers raise the song 
O er pleasures they must lose ere long ? 
And shall not those rejoice and sing. 
Who love the heavenly King ? 

Farewell to sadness, &c. 

2. 

True ; we have reason 
Deep sighs of prayer to raise ; 

Yet there's a season. 
Also, for praise. 

sun of adversity, as (like Persians) to the rising son of pros- 
pent}' ? I am sent to the dove to learn innocency ; and why 
not to this bird to learn equanimity and patience?" — War- 
wick's Spare Mmuteg, 1637. 
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For lo, what love, where'er we turn. 
Calls our cold hearts with love to bum, 
And here begin the song that through 
Eternal years is new ! 
Yes; while weVe reason 

Deep sighs of prayer to raise ; 
Still there's a season. 
Also, for praise. 

3. 

Think how He gave us 

His dear. His only Son, 
Dying to save us 
Sinners undone. 
This, all His countless gifts above. 
This tells our hearts that God is love ; 
This tunes the harps of heaven to lays 
Of everlasting praise. 

Think how, &c. 
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4. 

Then^ farewell sadness; 
Let every tear depart ; 
Wake all to gladness^ 
Wake, oh my heart ! 
Let saints on earth unite their voice 
With those that round the throne rejoice 
Since grace, with glory, sings, ere long. 
Well catch the heavenly song. 

So, farewell sadness, &c. 
Jan. 17, 1826. 
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XII.— THE CHRISTIAN'S VIEW OF DEATH. 

L 

What though this frame must perish. 

And clay return to clay ; 
A heavenly hope 111 cherish 

Of life beyond decay : 
And would I linger ever 

Where all is mix*d with pain ? 
Nor firom that body sever. 

Which binds me like a chain ? 

2. 

Oh, happy those departed 

In holy faith and love ! 
With sin and pain they smarted ; 

No sin, no pain, above. 
Oh, happy, happy number ! 

The path we tread, they trod; 
Now, while their bodies slumber. 

Their spirits live with God. 

c2 
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3. 

Thou, then, whose Spirit frees us 

From guilt-bom fear of death ; 
Prepare me, matchless Jesus, 

To lose all fear in faith ! 
And, when I dying languish. 

Be thy sweet presence given. 
The soother of my anguish. 

The earnest of my heaven ! 

Jan. 18, 1826. 
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XIIL—THE DEPARTED SAINT.r 

1. 

Blest spirit, who hast gain'd admission 

To faith's bright worid, thy trial o*er; 
How different thine from our condition ! 

How different £rom thine own before ! 
Then, earthly care and pain would press thee ; 

Then, more than aught of earthly ill. 
Would sin's indwelling weight distress thee. 

That weight which we must groan with still. 

2. 

Now, firom this vale of sin-bom sadness 
Wafted to death's immortal side ; 

Where all is light, and love, and gladness. 
Thou dwell'st, thou ever shalt abide. 

7 Sacred to the memory of a departed Father. 
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Now, at its fount, thou drink'st the favour 
That wak*d thy thirst, all else ahove ; 

The presence of that glorious Saviour, 
Whom here thy faith had leam'd to love. 

3. 

There, midst the countless congregation. 

Thou meet'st thy dear, remembered friends; 
While He, the sun of that creation. 

O'er each his beaming smile extends. 
There welcome those, whose sighs pursue thee ; 

And oh, to them, to me, be given 
To trace thy footsteps, till we view thee. 

And share, and swell, thy bliss in heaven i 

Jan. 19, 1826. 
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-"I WILL GO IN THE STRENGTH OF THE LORD." 

Pi. Izxi. 10. 

1. 

Were salvation's hope suspended. 

Save on Thine almighty ann ; 
All that hope with me were ended ; 

Nought could still my heart's alarm. 
Such a world of guilt distresses, 

Such an infinite of sin. 
Such an evil nature presses ; 

Helpless, hopeless, all within. 

2. 

But the Saviour's boundless merit 

Can my boundless guilt e&uce ; 
But His heart-renewing Spirit 

Ne*er withholds His trusted grace. 

c2 
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On I'll go, in meek reliance. 
Saviour, on that work of Thine ; 

Onward, bidding foes defiance. 
Spirit, in Thy might Divine ! 

3. 

Could my guilt have e'er been hidden, 

Hadst not Thou its covering wrought ? 
Could I e'er have come, though bidden. 

Till my heart Thy Spirit brought ? 
Can I, by mine own endeavour. 

E'en in converse with Thy word. 
Gain departed comfort ? — ^never : 

All my strength is in the Lord. 

4. 

Oh, to me the matchless favour 
Of Nathaniel's guileless heart. 

Whole devoted to his Saviour, — 
Lord of heavenly gifts, impart ! 
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Childlike be my fJEuth^ and simple,^ 
Easy, cheeifbl, strong, complete ; 

From each idol purge Thy temple. 
For Thy Spirit's dwelling meet ! 



Jan. 20, 1826. 



9 ** A legal Mas is natural to us ; and during life a degree of 
it firevails, of which the Christian himself is not sufficiently 
swBre : he is searching after something in which, if he does not 
g^ory, he may insensibly trust ; and he feels his hope varying 
with his attainments, as if the first were founded on the last. 
AH this is oyer in a dying hour : then he mnut have immediate 
ooneolatioii ; and, in looking to the Saviour, he has a satisfac- 
tion, which was hindered before only by unbelief/'— Jay's 
CkriBtUm Ckmtemplated, 



M. 



k 



\V.-4)U> AGE: 

mk onuflTiAJc. 



WMkti Aj^> m'lQi wiiitn* force ioTadet 

Tht»i tmil ii)hh]i- of rlay ; 
Him nil Uif wiirlf 11 ilia's pleasure fiides! 

Him nil his l>ti]K*s clfcay! 
Whilr NiinmiiT ^aui^d, thr scene m*as fiur» 

S*» t'li Msi> i*r.u*'ii iho l»(mers ; 
But HOW Ui'i'c'UiIht chills iho air, 

l)b, wluTt" art' HOW tho flowers? 
If back iLt* irifltT tuni his eve. 

Can memon's joy W given ? 
Can hope iis charm to him supply. 

Wlio wants a Friend in heaven ? 
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2. 

Yet then^ when nature yields to yean, 

And worn-out senses fJEul^ 
The Christian happiest oft appears. 

His brightest views prevail. 
Sweet memory, then, hath oft retrac'd 

The favoured path he trod ; 
Then, sweeter yet, will hope foretaste 

His near repose with God. 
So blooms the plant, for ever green ; 

It grac'd the summer day : 
And now 'tis loveliest in the scene 

Where all beside decay .^ 



Jak. 22, 1826. 



9 Psalm xcii. 12—14. 
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XVI.—" OH, THAT I WERE AS IN MONTHS PAST!" 

Job xxix. S. 
1. 

Oh, return that happier day ! 
Why so swiftly past away ? 
Day of sacred peace, return. 

Leave me not to mourn ! 
Then, no sin, no grief, assailed ; 
Sweet composure then prevailed ; 
Meek simplicity my breast. 

Tender then, possessed. 

2. 

Then, my heart's fair garden grew, 
Glistering with a gracious dew ; 
I, in sunshine calm and bright, 
Walked, — in heaven's own light. 
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Where is now that gracious dew P 
Ah, 'tis bmsh'd, exhal'd from view : 
Where that sunshine calm and bright P 
Clouds have marr'd its light 



3. 

Yet the sun, that shone erewhile. 
Shines, though clouds conceal his smile ; 
Yet sweet evening may renew 

Mom's departed dew. 
Yet the Lord is still the same ; 
Yes, and still 111 trust his name ; 
Humbly still 111 keep his way; 

Keep, though he delay. 



4. 

Soon, to faith's desiring sight. 
He restores his blessed light; 
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Soon my thirsting soul anew 
Drinks his balmy dew. 

Oh, return that happier day 1 

Why so swiftly past away ? 

Day of sacred peace, return. 
Leave me not to mourn 1 

Jan. 23, 1826. 
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.—"WHY ART THOU DISQUIETED? HOPE THOU 

IN GOD." 

Psalm xlii. 5, 11. 



1. 

Why are thou grieving. 

If to the Lord 
Still thou art cleaving. 

Keeping his word ? 
Art not thou dying 

Daily at best ? 
Will not all sighing 

Soon be at rest ? 
Ever to cheer thee 

On to thine end, 
Jesus is near thee. 

He is thy friend. 
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2. 



Has he not sought thee. 

Once &r astray ? 
Has he not hroo^t thee 

Still on thy way P 
Foes might assail thee. 

Fears might oppress ; 
When did he fjedl thee 

In thy distress P 
— ^Why art thou grieving. 

If to the Lord 
StUl thou art cleaving. 

Keeping his word ? 



Jan. 24, 1826. 
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XVni.— "OH, WHEN WILL GRACE!" 

1. 

Oh, when will grace, with sweet controul. 
Take full possession of my soul P 
When will this inward struggle cease. 
And all my heart be holy peace ? 

Still, though bruis'd, my foes return ; 
To-day I smile, to-morrow mourn ; 
And so 'twill be, till, freed from clay. 
My spirit rests in cloudless day. 

2. 

Yet why, — when all my brethren share 
Like sorrows, or severer bear, — 
Why should I murmur ? Look beyond 
This vale of tears, nor dare despond. 

Lo, what sainted m3rriads bright 
Bear victor palms, in robes of light ! 
They all were press'd with sin-bom woes. 
Ere yet they tasted heaven's repose. 



Jan. 25, 1826. 
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XUL— THE WORLD RENOL'>XED FOR HEAVEN. 

1. 
Oh, niBC them not ! 
Trust not vod vcrid s deceitfbl smiles ! 
Whai 9K ha }oy% her glories what. 
Her friendships ? — ah, bnt &tal wiles ! 
Then imsi diem not ! 

2. 

But fix thr hean 
On friendship, that can ne'er decay ; 

Pleasure, unmingled vrith a smart; 
Glory, that shines through endless day : 

There fix thv heart ! 

m 

3. 

Oh, happy lot. 
To rest from nature's in^Turd strife ! 
Vain grief and vain desire forgot. 
To taste, e'en here, the heavenly life ; 

Thrice happy lot ! 

Jan. 28, 182(. 
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ex.— THE CHRISTIAN MOURNING HIS DECLINE. 



1. 

My heart is deeply pain*d^ 

That, after all thy care. 
Oh Saviour, IVe remain'd 

So slow thy firuit to bear. 
When musing I retrace 

My course through vanished years ; 
How wonderful thy grace. 

How vile my heart appears ! 



2. 

Where now the zeal, the love. 
The meek and child-like mind. 

The step so swift to move 
As thy sweet voice inclin'd ? 
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Where all that once I knew P 
— ^Too well, by many a sign 

Within, without, I view 
My spirit's sad decline. 

3. 

Yet spare me, Saviour, spare ! 

And, since thou didst begin. 
Oh, finish by thy care 

Thine own good work within ! 
Renew my heart each day ; 

Thy strength and joy restore ; 
And let me from thy way 

Ne*er know declension more ! 

Jan. 29, 182(i. 
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XXI.— THE GOLD-FISH ; 



Fownded on an in^dent. 



1. 

Thb crystal vase was void and dry, 
Where, glistering in his golden dye, 
The genius of the tiny lake 
His gamhoK meteor-like, would take. 
*' But where is he ?" I ask*d the fair 
Who call'd him late her pride and care 
Methinks he tasted/' she replied, 
A mote of floating dust, and died." 



€€ 



4€ 



2. 

It seem'd a trifle ; yet, that time, 
A trifle taught me truth suhlime ; 
And swift my mind a lesson caught 
On that which most ahsorb'd its thought. 
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Fearful and sad my walk had been^ 
Lest every taint of tasted sin 
Might work my soul*s eternal death ; 
And^ musing thus^ I cheer*d my &ith. 

3. 

If taste of sin, my spirit's dust. 
Must end in death, — ^to death I must : 
And all, however they strive and sigh. 
With me must' sin, with me must die. 
Tis vain that pardon once arrived ; 
That once my soul, when dead, reviv'd : 
Mine the sad epitaph applied ; 
" He tasted serpent's food,io and died." 

4. 

But is it so ? must guilt remain ? 
Must all my care, my grief, be vain ? 

10 " Dust Shalt thou eat.*'— Gen. ill. 14. " Dust shall b 
serpent's meat." — Isa. Ixv. 25. 
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Is there no fountain op'd for Death, 
To clear my soul from sin and death ? 
What though too cift I cleave to dust pi^ 
To Jesus still 111 turn. 111 trust ; 
And wash in his dear blood away 
The sin that soils me day by day. 

5. 

Yes, not a day can I forget 
To whom I owe my ceaseless debt; 
While in each lovely thing I trace 
Some emblem of his healing grace : 
Not more he shines as Sharon's rose 
Than like the vale's meek lily grows ;^^ 
Himself all taintless as the snow. 
Yet bending to the dust below. 

s. 30, 1826. 

1 1 Psalm cxiz. 25. i3 Song of Solomon ii. 1. 

D 
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XXn.— THE DOVE. 



1. 

The dove has ta*en her flight ; 

And they axe fiird with feais. 
Till their desiring sight 

The bright green olive cheers : 
And oh, how sweet thy voice. 

Sweet messenger of peace ! 
Tis hope, and sings, — " rejoice. 

For lo, the waters cease.** 

2. 

Until their dove return. 

The favoured, faithful band 
Can scarce forbear to mourn. 

In doubt of promis'd land. 
Yet just as safe their bark. 

Though not so blest are they ; 
The ark is still the ark. 

Though far the dove away. 
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3. 

And hast thou Christ insur'd. 

Thy refuge and thy rest ? 
Then is thy soul secur'd. 

Though thou may'st not be blest : 
Yet blest e'en they that mourn ; 

For soon^ with voice of peace. 
Shall heaven's own dove return. 

And waves of sorrow cease. 

4. 

Though, like that wandering bird. 

Thy Comforter depart ; 
Though hope, awhile deferr'd. 

Give sickness to thy heart ; 
Yet thy desire, when past 

The days of doubt and strife. 
Like that green bough at last 

Shall come, "a tree of life. 15 

Jaw. 31, 1826. 

13 Prov. xiii. 12. " Hope deferred," &c. 
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XXIIL— THE LAMB.14 

1. 

Gentlest creature^ lovely lamb ; 

Name of him who died for sin ; 
Though miconscious of thy claim. 

Oh, how honomr*d thou hast been ! 

2. 

Can I oft thine image meet. 
When the venial mead is trod ; 

Nor in thee, with musing sweet. 
Oft "behold the Lamb of God ?" 

3. 

From the first, when man in Cain 
Mark'd his fall, thy blood was shed : 

Lo, the Lamb by Abel slain : 
Ere himself, his firstling bled. 

14 The last four stanzas of the series are those designed 
ainging. 



i 
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4. 

Well did he his Saviour painty 
Bom to bleed, when time was ripe ; 

While with lamb-like death the saint 
Seconded his firstling's type. 

5. 

Must the sire his Isaac slay P 

" God provides himself a lamb :" 
Well the promised Seed might say ; 

''Me he saw; ere him I am.** 

6. 
Yearly, Israel's lamb is slain; 

Daily, mom and eve, it dies ; 
Leading, in unbroken chain. 

To the last great sacrifice. 

7. 

This the foremost of his names. 

When his public path he trod : 
Hark, his harbinger proclaims; 

'*Lo, the Lamb, the Lamb of God !" 
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8. 

Gentle^ patient, undefird 
With a blemish or a spot. 

Well the Saviour thus was styPd : 
Oh, how lamb-like all his lot ! 

9. 
Now at last " the hour is come :" 

Like the lamb to slaughter led. 
Yet before his shearers dumb, 

Jesus bows his dying head. 

10. 

Lo, " the Lamb amidst the throne !** 
— Still, in heaven's eternal strain. 

One dear name is all his own ; 

Tis, "the Lamb that once was slain.' 

11. 

May I, with the ransom'd throng. 
When by grace matur'd I am. 

Bear my part in that sweet song 
Of " salvation to the Lamb V 
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12. 

If I gain a mansion there^ 

Saviour^ all the praise is thine ; 
While the blood-wash'd robe I wear 

Of thy righteousness divine. 

13. 

May the Spirit^ which on thee 

Once descended like a dove. 
Make me meet thy face to see, 

Cloth*d with holiness and love ! 

14. 

Oh, that all, e*en here, might know 
" Whom I serve, and whose I am ;" 

While I meek and guileless grow 
In thine image, heavenly Lamb ! 



B. 2, 1826. 
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XXIV.— THE HOLY COMMUNION. 

1. 

Oh^ moments of feelings 

How sacred^ how sweet; 
When^ with Jesus amidst them. 

His " two or toee" meet ! 
His love*s farewell tokens 

To each one are given : 
Oh, holy commmiion ! 

Oh, foretaste of heaven ! 

2. 

Hark, hark, to those accents : 

" In memory of me. 
Eat, drink ; 'tis my hody. 

My hlood ; *tis for thee." 
Each heart, like that body. 

Is broken for sin ; 
Like that blood, in devotion 

'Tis pour'd out within. 
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3. 



All that's earthly has vanisfa'd, 

Sin^ sorrow, and fear; 
Tis Jesus ahsorbs us. 

He only is here. 
What peace, past expression. 

His peace, fills the mind ; 
While to love, each emotion. 

His love, is resign'd ! 



4. 

O'er each bosom his Spirit 

Descends, like a dove : 
All pride, all unkindness. 

Is melted in love. 
So sweetly affianc'd. 

As sinners undone. 
To thee, dying Saviour ; 

Thy love makes us one. 
d2 
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5. 

Yet we mourn that, too often. 

In breaking thy bread. 
Thou art known, as thou once wert. 

And suddenly fled. 
Our hearts, in thy presence. 

Oh, did they not bum ? 
But too brief was that fervour. 

Too slow to return. 

6. 
Yet, lovely memorials. 

What still ye record. 
In those hearts is engraven ; 

The death of our Lord : 
Till, with all his redeem *d ones. 

We swell the glad strain ; 
" How worthy, all worthy. 

The Lamb that was slain !" 

Feb. 5, 1826. 
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XXV.— TEIE SAINT ARRIVED IN HEAVEN. 

1. 

So then thy voyage, life, is o'er ; 

And, every pain and peril past. 
The saint has gain'd that heavenly shore. 

Where still his hope its anchor cast : 
— Oh, land of love ! oh, clime of hlias ! 
Let nought divide my herit from this.i^ 

2. 

Now, well-tried faith has done its part; 

Nor needs he patient hope ahove : 
He bids them glad farewell : his heart 

Has place for nought save bliss and love : 
— Oh, land of love ! oh, clime of bliss ! 
Let nought divide my heart from this. 



IS **0 ma patrie ! O men bonbeor ! 
Toujours cherie tu remplira men coeur." 

Chonis of the Swiu Air, 
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There, with what love, dear friends he greets. 
Some following soon, some gone before ! 

There, wilh what blisg, his kiudred meets. 
Meets them where kindred psit no more ! 

— Oh, land of love .' oh, clime of hliss ! 

Let nought divide my heart from Has. 



There beams, all-glorious, on his view. 
Mid countless saiuia with angels mix '4, 

whom his heaven is due, 
Jesds, on whom his faith was fix'd ! 

— Ob, land of love ! oh, cUmBof bUaal. 

Let nought d 




XXVI.— THE MOCRNER IS ZION. 



Withdraw not tby presence, O Lord; 

Ob, hide not thy hce from mr heart ! 
Or what can thy citatures afford. 

To heal its depression and smart f 
Ah, where is life's life, while I live. 

If dum thy sweet sunshine deny ? 
"Bnt, if that sweet sanshine dum pn, 

Where, Desth, ii thy e^oasn, dm^ I J^f 
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3. 

But whence is the darkness that hides 

Thy desolate mourner from thee ? 
— The sun all unchanging abides ; 

The darkness is all within me. 
Say, is it that sin I have wrought ? 

— Yet I mourn each appearance of sin : 
Or lurks it, deep-cherish'd, in thought ? 

— Heart-searcher, thou know*st me within ! 

4. 

Perhaps I neglected to keep 

On Jesus the gaze of my heart : 
Ah, *tis therefore, thus burden 'd, 1 weep ; 

'Tis there, the deep cause of my smart. 
None but Jesus can comfort me, none. 

When clouds would my prospect bedim : 
Of righteousness He is the sun. 

And the Comforter leads but to Him. 

Feb. 7, 1826. 



i 
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XXVII.— THE STARRY HEAVENS. 

1. 
Oft, at dead of night. 

Arising from thy slumbers. 
Fix thy thoughtfiil sight 

On yonder starry nmnbers. 
Worlds on worlds appear. 

In endless order blazing : 
— Sure, oh night, thy wonders here 

Are, more than day's, amazing \^^ 

Oft, at dead, &c. 

2. 

Darkness gives us light : 

The grandeur of creation. 
Hid by day, to night 

Owes its bright revelation. 

6 <* One sun by day, by night ten thousand shine." — Young. 
' How deep the silence ! yet how loud the praise !" 

Mrs. Barbauld. 
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Thus departed saints^i? 

Though tiine*s hrief day conceals them^ 
Brighter glow than &ncy paints ; 

Eternity reveals them. 

Darkness gives us^ &c. 

3. 

Drinking light divine^ 

Though differing each in glory ; 
What a host they shine ! 

Oh^ who that host shall story P 
Far, how far above 

Yon star-bespangled regions^ 
Round the central throne of love 

Rejoice th* adoring legions. 

— Drinking lights &c. 



1/ ** The dead are like the stars by day," &c. — Montgomkrt. 

Lines on the portrait of an unknown lady. 
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4. 

Ne'er to them decay 

Are countless ages bringing; 
Through unending day 

Behold them shining, singing. 
Yet must each bright world. 

That gliding calm we view in 
Yonder dark-blue depth, be hurl'd 

In nature s fiery ruin : * 

— ^While to them decay 

No lapse of age is bringing, &c. 

5. 

Say, mysterious hosts,i8 

What favour'd constellation. 
Like our planet, boasts 

An infinite salvation ! 

I « Tell mey ye shining hosts/' &c.— Cowpbr, Tiuh^ b. V. 
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Why on man's abode^ 

Amidst the stair'd extension^ 
Hast thou, God of love, bestow'd 

Such matchless condescension ? 

— Say, mysterious hosts, &c. 

6. 
Night has drawn her veil 

O'er every form terrestrial ; 
Night has bid me hail 

Thy glories, world celestial \^9 
Thus, I'd look from earth 

To " things unseen," supernal : 
What is low creation worth. 

To bliss, with God, eternal ? 

— Night has drawn, &c. 

Fkb. 8, 1826. 

19 << What beauty does the darkness bring forth 1 — ^Thus, when 
thou retirest to thy chamber, let night banish from thy mmd 
this lower world. Then mayest thou lift upwards thy thoughts 
and thy affections : then may heaven, with its eternal glories, 
be revealed to the eyes of thine understanding." — ^Nbalb's 
Emblems. 
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XXVni.— PRAYER FOR PRESERVATION FROM A 

DIVIDED HEART. 

1. 

Keep^ oh^ keep me, Lord^ from aught 
That from thee would steal my thought ; 
Oh, let no vain idol dare 
With thyself my heart to share ! 

2. 

Let not friends, e*en friends of thine. 
Draw my spirit from its shrine : 
Let not aught that's earthly mix 
Where I all on thee should fix. 



3. 



Plant a thorn where'er my hreast 
On thy creatures. Lord, would rest : 
Still disturb the dream of bliss. 
That, for shadows, thee would miss. 
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4. 

Like the dove, of rest bereft 
Till she sought the ark she left; 
Let me never, while I roam. 
Rest, apart from thee, my home. 

5. 

Still be Christ my heart's repose 
None but he can heal my woes : 
All is else a waste of waves ; 
He, the' ark; he only saves. 

Feb. 9, 1826. 
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XXIX.— THE EXOTIC. 



1. 



Yon exquisite plant, how tender ! 

— It came from a land miai, 
Where heaven has a smile of splendor 

Not winter itself can mar. 
Ne*er, gardener, cease to cherish 

That nursling with fondest care ; 
Lest the delicate stranger perish 

Beneath an ungenial air. 

2. 

And grace, the celestial stranger. 

How slowly it rises here ! 
Oh, screen it from death, from danger, 

In nature's chill atmosphere ! 
Yet surely, transplanted thither 

From heaven's ever-cloudless air. 



d 



70 SACRED SONGS. 

The beauteous exotic must wither. 
If trusted to mortal caie.30 

3. 

Oh, Sun of Righteousness, tend it 

With healing in thy sweet beams ! 
Oh, Spirit of comfort, send it 

Soft breezes and living streams ! 
Thine aid, heavenly gardener, grant it. 

Against the cold blights of time ; 
And, at last, in thy paradise plant it, 

Its own amarantine clime ! 

Feb. 12, 1826. 

so « Some flowers require more of the gardener's care than 
others ; they are brought from countries afar off, from brighter 
skies and more genial soils, and require all his vigilance and 
tenderness, lest they be blighted by our colder winds, or starved 
by our ungenerous ground. — And some virtues are of more 
difficult growth than others, of a more heavenly nature, and 
asking a more constant care. Such are spirituality of inind, 
resignation of will, and — most beautiful, most delicate, most 
rare of all, most shy in flowering, most easily blighted,— hu- 
mility." — Ne ale's Emblems, 
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XXX.— THE VIOLET, AND THE SUNSET. 

1. 
Hast thou wander'd in spring, where a charming peifume, 

Wide-wafted, the secret betray'd 
That amidst the damp hedgerow sweet violets bloom, 

Jjow creeping, and cover*d with shade P 
— Cen thus shalt thou find, in some humble abode. 

Admiring its happier air. 
That the Christian, who widely his blessings bestow'd. 

Retiring himself, has been there. 

2. 
Hast thou mark*d, at the beautiful summer day's close. 

How the loveliest hours were the last P 
knA haw J long after sunset, the tints of a rose 

0*er the western horizon were cast P 
^-So the Christian^ whose life like a sunshine would smile, 

Yet loveliest looks as he dies ; 
And the glow of his memory lingers awhile. 

Street pledge that he brighter shall rise. 

14, 1826. 
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XXXI.— THE LAKE. 



1. 

Hast thou gaz*d on the lake^ when the heaven was hi 

Nor a hreeze m the woods was hlowmg P 
How heauteous it gave that heaven to view. 

And those woods on its horder growing ! 
But a sudden cloud o'ereasts the skies. 

Of a coming storm the token ; 
And the mirror'd scene, like a vision, flies. 

In a moment hedimm'd and hroken. 



2. 

'Tis a mournful emhlem that here I meet. 

Of a heart at mom reposing 
In a holy calm of devotion sweet ; 

— How chang'd, ere the day is closing ! 
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aes a Tuffling gale of passion o'er. 
Heaven's bright reflection scorning : 
-Where the lovely scene that smil'd before ? 
Where the sunny calm of morning ?2i 

Feb. 24, 1826i 



SI The hint of these emblems, '*the Violet, the Sunset, and 
the Lake/* was taken from a small and exquisite collection of 
" Emblems for Children," by my early and admirable friend 
the Rev. Cornelius Neale ; of whom a deeply interesting memoir 
has been edited by the Rev. W. Jowett. Like the subject of 
No. LXXXI. he was " no ordinary character ; but one of those 
rare specimens of human nature, which its great Author pro- 
duces at intervals, and exhibits for a moment, while he is 
hastening to make them up among his Jewels.** Like Martjm, he 
was the senior wrangler of his year; and, during the brief 
period of his ministry, the resemblance was crowned by his de- 
voted piety. 



B 
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XXXn.— THE SEED. 
MarkiT. 

1. 

Made soft with rain^ the soil is broken ; 

The seed is in the forrow cast : 
Haste, wintry months ! — a small green token 

That life is there, peeps forth at last 
And now, by showers and sunbeams nourished. 

See blade, and stalk, and ear expand ; 
Till, rich and ripe, the com hath flourish'd. 

And only waits the reaper's hand. 

2. 

Thus, in the heart, — when sorrows soften. 

And fears the furrow'd soil prepare, — 
Grace, heavenly seed, lies buried often. 

Nor shows a sign that life is there. 
And yet that blade, so faintly peeping. 

Shall, nurs'd by showers and sunbeams, rise ; 
Till, rich in fruit, and ripe for reaping, 

Tis gathered, gamer'd, in the skies. 
Fb^. 21, 1826. 
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XXin.— THE MORNING AND EVENING INCENSE. 



1. 

Hast thoa^ at summer dawn^ 

Gone forth where flowers were blooming ? 
How all the dewy lawn 

Their soft breath was perfuming ! 
The sunbeams rise ; 
The fragrance dies ; 
In noontide glare *tis filing : 
But evening hours 
Revive the flowers. 
Once more their sweets exhaling. 
— Go, then, at eve, at dawn. 

Where summer flowers are blooming ; 
How all the dewy lawn 
Their incense is perfuming ! 
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2. 

Thus oft, ere noontide care 

The waking saint surprises. 
Silent and sweet his prayer. 

Like dayspring odour, rises. '^ 

The day comes on ; 
'Tis faint, 'tis gone : 
But evening's calm, returning. 
Shall yet renew 
That heavenly dew. 
That balmy breath, of morning. 
Oft then, when daily care 

No more the saint surprises. 
Early and late his prayer. 
Like od'rous incense, rises.22 

Feb. 22, 1826. 

22 J>8. V. 3. " My voice shalt thou hear in the morning,'* 
Ps. hriii. 1.— ** JBar/y will I seek thee." Ps. cxli. 2.—" Let 
prayer be set forth before thee as incense, the lifting up of 
hands as the evening sacrifice." 
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JtSXIV.— THE RESURRECTION OF SPRING. 



1. 

''The flowers of thy garden^ though vanish 'd uwhihs 
Win letmn with the sprmg-tid^ and share her swoot Hinih; : 
But Man withers once in his printer-like doom ; 
And where is the spring that awakens his bloom P" 

2. 

— So moum'd the poor pagan, melodious in wor*. 
His tuneful companion, untimely laid low :2s 
And well might he '' sorrow as one without h()])(^ :" 
Through the midnight of nature, what vista could o\)v ? 

S3 The first Rtanza contains an allusion to thoso culebrated 
lines of Moschus, in his epitaph on Bion : Ai, ai, rai ^aXuKai^ 
&c. Those lines have been elegantly imitated in Latin by 
Jortin ; *' Hei, mihi, lege ratH/* &c. whose imitation has boon 
translated by Cowper ; '* Suns that set, and moons that wane," 
Ac. The original idea is in Job xiv. 7—10. 
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3. 

How sweetly the mourner had varied his tone. 
Had his been the prospect, to Christians made known ! 
Tis theirs in earth's green resmrection to scan 
The type of a nobler revival for Man. 

4. 

Though they mingle the body's dead leaves with the sod. 
Their life is, with Jesus, embosom'd in God ;3* 
And soon, in their spring, rising bright from the tomb. 
Midst his garden above, they unfadingly bloom. • 

Feb. 24, 1826. 



2* Col. iii. 3, 4.—" Ye are dead; btit your l\fe is hid with Christ 
in God : when Christ, our Itfe^ shall appear,*' &c. 
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XXXV.— HUMILITY. 
1. 

" Learn of me ;" (he^x Jesus speak) 

'* I in heart am lowly, meek ; 

So your soul shall find its rest ; 
The poor in spirit are the blest." 

— Saviour, to my wretched heart 

That rich poverty impart :^ 

Cast thy clothing over me. 
The clothing of humility.26 

2. 
Whence doth sorrow chiefly grow ? 
Where the root of half my woe ? 
Is it not that still I hide 
Some secret, sad remains of pride ? 
Oh, that thus my weary breast 
Pride should keep from heavenly rest 



I 



» ** Divitem spiritds pauperiem." — Leiohton, Paraenesis II. 

26 1 Pet. V. 5. 
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Thus should grieve my Lord ! for he 
Left heaven to teach humility. 

3. 

'Tis when Jesus fills my thought, 
(Self absorbed, exhal'd to nought. 
In the sunshine of his face,) 

I taste the happiness of grace. 
Nor in glory, next his throne. 
Other happiness is known : 
All in prostrate praise agree : 

The soul of heaven's humility ! 

4. 

Every lovely hue of light 
Minjgles in the purest, white ;27 



27 "Humility is the expression of many heavenly graces; like 
that original white in the natural world, which includes in its 
composition the other colours, and is itself the purest of them 
all.*' — Bowdler's Remains. 



\ 



SACRBD SONGS. 81 



Every grace^ that sever'd shines 
In sweet humility combines. 

Rob'd in white^ the saints on high 

*Tis their glory, low to lie. 

Lowly Saviour, cast o'er me 
That mantle, thine humility ! 



Feb. 28, 1826. 



£ 2 
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XXXVI*-^IMPUCnY. 



1. 

Grant me, Lord^ to walk with thee 
In a meek simplicity : 
Let not vain desires intrude^ 
Vain perplexities delude : 
Childlike, Zionward I'd go. 
Leaning on thine arm below ; 
In hmnility and love 
Following thee to rest above. 

2. 

Oh, let nothing lure my heart. 
That would cause my Saviour smart : 
Let me nothing slight or shun. 
That would please him, borne or done. 
What my Friend of friends would grieve. 
Let me with love's instinct leave ; 
What his smile would honour, still 
Do it with a cheerful will. 
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3. 



In my lot of joy or care. 

Thus may nought my heart ensnare ; 

But thy Spirit, ever near. 

Draw me, guard me^ guide^ and cheer. 

Most at last, when most I need. 

Be, my Saviour, mine indeed ; 

Till I rest, all trials o'er. 

In thy presence evermore ! 



March 1, 1826. 
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XXXVII.--"^E WALK BY FAITH, NOT BY SIGHT." 

1. 

Oh, could we, pilgrims, raise our eyes, 

Bedimm'd with many a tear. 
Above the glooms that round us rise 

From sin, and grief, and fear ; 
Could we the sounds of strife, the sighs 

Of sorrow, cease to hear ; 
— What glories would our view surprise. 

What harmonies our ear ! 

2. 

But oh, the prospect ! — 'tis too bright : 

And if, when faith is strong, 
A glimpse of glory glads our sight ; 

Tis faded, lost, ere long : 
Yet dying saints, with rapt delight, 

Have seem'd to catch the song 
Far echoed from those harpers white. 

Heaven's holy, happy throng. 
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3. 

Though once the favour*d three might sharers 

Their Lord's transfigur'd blaze^ 
And drink celestial accents there ; 

— How brief that sweet amaze ! 
But well the shades of grace we bear. 

Ere glory suit our gaze ; 
And well our voice, with sighs of prayer. 

Attune to songs of praise. 

March 2, 1826. 



28 Peter, Jamee, and John.— Matt. xvii. 1. 
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XXXVIIL— FAREWELL TO A MISSIONARY. 

1. 
Though far from thy country, unfriended, unknown. 
Go, servant of Jesus ! — ^thou art not alone : 
Midst heathens, his presence shall still he thy home. 
His smile make thy climate, where'er thou shalt roam. 

2. 

Go forth to the harvest; 'tis white to the view; 
That harvest how plenteous, its reapers how few ! 
Go forth : if, in going, the labourer grieves. 
He shall reap, he shall rest, and rejoice o'er his sheaves. 

3. 

Though the breath on thy lips in bleak Labrador freeze, 
Though in India thou seem to drink fire in the breeze ; 
Thy Master is with thee ; his fellowship sweet 
From the cold is thy shelter, thy shade from the heaths 

29l8ai. xxxii. 2. — "The man shall be a hiding-place from 
the wind," &c. 



^ 
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4. 

We may not lament thee : — did Marttn repent. 
The lovely, lost Marttn, we vainly lament ? 
No ; da¥mings of gloiy would smile on his heart ; 
While the thought of his Saviour was balm for his smart. 

5. 

Then go, £uthful servant; and think, when distress'd, 
How sweet, with thy Lord, from thy labours to rest ! 
Those labours how swiftly they haste to their close. 
All vanished, forgotten, in blissful repose ! 

March 3, 1826. 



88 
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XXXIX.— THE RESTING-PLACE FOR LOVE. 

1. 
Yes, I must love ; like ivy, still. 

My heart must somewhere twine : 
Yes, I must love ; were nought to fill 

That heart, 'twould ever pine. 

2. 

I search'd created joys for halm. 

To heal my spirit's ache : 
Awhile they nurs'd a faithless calm ; 

But deep desires would wake. 

3. 

The boundless boon at last is given : 

The love of God is bliss ; 
And Jesus brought it down firom heaven : 

— Repose, my heart, on this. 

March 4, 1826. 
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XL.— MARTHA AND MARY. 

1. 

Fain would I daily take my seat. 
With Mary, at my Saviour's feet ; 
Would meekly bear his heavenly voice. 
And make the part she chose, my choice. 

2. 

But oft, like Martha's busy heart. 
Mine, wandering from that better part, 
Is cumber'd with a world of care, 
Press'd with a weight I need not bear. 



Oft, on some thorny trifle set. 
Thy healing suasion I forget : 
Thy Spirit's small still voice within. 
Too oft 'tis drown'd by worldly din. 
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4. 

Yet let me keep but near to ihee. 
And, Lord, from half my cares I'm free ; 
While the light remnant serves but still 
To bind me closer to thy will.^ 

5. 

Oh, bid my memory, now so fein 
To rove o'er vexing thoughts and vain. 
Center and rest on thee, as when 
All-lovely thou didst walk with men ! 

6. 
Oh, bid my hope, — too often toss'd 
On folly's waves, and dash'd, and lost, — 
Cast anchor on that peaceful shore 
Where thou, my Guide, art gone before ! 

7. 
Oh, bid my will, that oft in vain 
Would wander wide in quest of pain. 
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In all things fix on thee^ nor make 
One choice thou call'st me to forsake ! 

8. 
Bid my whole hearty that else must roam 
A desert, without Mend or home^ 
Find thee its Mend, its home ; and prove 
Th' eternal prisoner of thy love ! 

9. 
So shall I 'scape the world of care 
Which Martha's cumher*d hreast must hear; 
Nor ever lose my choice, — my seat. 
With Mary, at my Saviour's feet. 

»CT. 26, 1826. 



92 SACRED SONGS. 

XLI.— THE FRIEND IN ALL WEATHER. 

1. 
When the vale of life awhile. 

Unlike a vale of tears. 
Wears a soft and summer smile ; 

Nor cloud in heaven appears : 
Still, to perfect peace and joy 

The secret heart aspires ; 
Earthly sweets hut tempt and cloy. 

Not fill, its deep desires. 

2. 
But when gloom and storm come on ; 

When like a vale of tears 
(Every smile of sunshine gone) 

The vale of life appears ; 
Lonely laid, we pine or smart ; 

The halm of fiiendship fails : 
Oh, to heal an aching heart. 

What comfort then avails ? 
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3. 

Yes, a friend may still be found 

In Jesus, Lord of rest : 
He, when sunshine smiles around. 

With sunshine fills the breast : 
But when summer joys are flown. 

In nature's darkest hour. 
Needed most, he most makes known 

The heaven of his sweet power. 



7T. 30, 1826. 
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XLIL— PRAYER FOR SANCTIPIED AFFLICTION. 

Afflict me. Lord, for good. 
And make me hear thy rod ; 
And oh, let nought belov'd intrude 
Between my heart and God ! 
What though my comforts fail. 
Though mortal ills assail. 
If thou be near the while ? 
But what can earthly joys avail. 
If thou withdraw thy smile ? 

Your tears, ye saints, shall soon be dry. 
Lost in sweet song your saddest sigh ; 
But, worldling, soon thy tears must flow. 
And all thy mirth expire in woe. 

Oct. 31, 1826. 
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XUII.— THE SUN. 



1. 

When the rising lord of light 

Darts o'er earth his golden ray ; 
Glooms and monsters of the night 

Vanish swift away. 
Thus, within the dawning soul, 

When the sun of hope appears ; 
Swift before bis bright controul 
Vanish griefs and fears. 

2. 

Oh, how beautiful the scene. 

Glistering with its early dew ! 
Still, a cloud may intervene. 

Hiding heaven's own blue : 
Yet that cloud will soon be gone ; 

See the rainbow o'er it cast 1 
Then the sun goes shining on. 
Loveliest at the last. 



\ 
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3. 

Thus, emerging from its night. 

When the soul hegins to smile ; 
Lo, a scene of heavenly light ! 
— Ah, *tis dimm'd awhile. 
Yet erelong the gloom is o'er ; 

Then the saint in sunshine goes ; 
Till his day, o*ercast no more. 
Brightest meets its close.3<^ 

Nov. 3, 182«. 

30 Prov. iv. 18. 
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^^ 



HEART, THE SEAT OF PEACE OR PAIN. 

1. 

All may be, outwardly. 

Desert and gloom ; 
While, in the secret soul. 

Summer may bloom. 
Health may depart; 

Yet, from above, 
Jesus may give the heart 

Peace, hope, and love. 
All may be desolate 

Round us the while ; 
Yet a sweet paradise 

Inwardly smile. 

2. 

All may be sunshiny. 
Summer-like scene ; 

F 
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Yet may the heart-ache lie 

Heavy within. 
Wealth may increase ; 

Friends may he nigh : 
Friends cannot give us peace^ 

Wealth cannot huy. 
All may aromid us he 

Sunshine and smile ; 
Yet the poor heart may bleed 

Inly the while. 

Tis not in circumstance 

Peace to bestow ; 
Nor, where that heav'n resides. 

Turn it to woe. 
Lord, if thou bless. 

Where is distress ? 
Where, if thou wound the heart. 

Balm for the smart ? 



8ACKBD SONGS. 99 

Tis not is earthly things 

Peace to bestow ; 
Nor, where that heav'n resides. 

Turn it to woe, 

4. 

Let me then faithfully 

Seek, in the Lord, 
Peace which none else can mar. 

None else afford : 
Never, when blest. 

Save in him rest : 
Never in woe despair ; 

Jesus is there. 
Thus let me constantly 

Find, in the Lord, 
Peace which none else can mar. 

None else afford. 



^Jov. 5, 1826. 
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XLV.— FRIENDSHIP IN HEAVEN. 

1. 

If so sweet, e'en here^ communion. 

Heart with heart, of those we love ; 
Think what bliss, the perfect union. 

When our spirits meet above ! 
Here, at best, our social pleasures 

Briefly part, and blend with pain : 
Nothing there or mars or measures 

Friendship's everlasting reign. 

Oh, the joy, in that bright region. 

Safe from sin and sin-bom woe. 
Still, amidst the countless legion. 

Those to love, we lov'd below I 
Not a wish that heav'n has banish'd. 

Yet the heart intensely fir'd : 
All of earth and self has vanish 'd. 

All in holy love expir'd. 




I»l 
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Fneads vliose souls with theirs coovers^d. 

In liie host dm hear n discloees» 

AD mnst lore, and all be lor*d ; 
Tec each spiiit most reposes 

Where its lore was eailT mor'd. 
Jbsts. while he oims the mynad. 

Xe'er finrgets the iaTOur*d few 
Who, amidst his eaithl j period. 

Most his hmnan fondness drew. 

>ir. 8, 182& 
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XLVI.— THE CATECfflSM OF DEATH. 

1. 

Oh, when it comes, the hour to part, 

— That solemn hour, — from all helow. 
And into scenes eternal go ; 
Wilt thou be then prepar'd, my heart ? 

2. 

If evil lurks with cherish'd art ; 

If, here entomb'd, thy wishes lie. 
Nor, wing'd by faith, have pierc'd the sky ; . 
Canst thou be then prepar'd, my heart ? 

3. 

But if thy sin is now thy smart ; 

If here, from vain desires estrang'd. 
Midst heavenly themes thou still hast rang'd ; 
Why shouldst thou then recoil, my heart ? 

4. 

In death, which bids the worldling start, — 

If thou, divinely led, hast trod 
Thy Saviour's path to heav'n and God, — 
Shouldst thou not then rejoice, my heart ? 
Nov. 10, 182«. 
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4. 

Farewell ; the hour is come ; farewell : 

Tis duty gives the word : 
Farewell ; our heart-strings ring the knell; 

Then let it not be heard. 

5. 

There is a Friend whom all may love> 

And all in him be bless'd : 
His friendless Mend^ how far above 

The worldling most caress'd ! 

6. 

Then let us calmly say farewell. 

To peace converting smart : 
With Jesus still we both may dwell, 

And heart be one with heart. 

Nov. 11, 1826. 



>C6 



XLYIIl.--nDEIJIT. TH£ ? A3S TO JTLXn^ 



IfI 

MTira^-3ET 

^\a eamiae^ fassszxs fc-Rgri I 
Wbold sdB ST pc^ assod ! 

Bat 
For evciy piaaEi^ K^y, 

Would from IB peacc&l center 
Would lose its proper jot. 

Then let me closer cleare to him. 

Mt best, my changeless Friend ; 
And oomfbitSy passing anght I deem. 

Shall still my path attend. 



'1 This, and the foIlowiDg pieces, thirtr-fbur in number, in- 
dudiiig the Introductory Stanzas, and terminating with No. 80» 
were oompoaed, in rapid succession, during tho writer*t con- 
Taleaoence from a sudden illness which had threatened hit life. 
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2. 

His love^ displacing from his throne 

Usurping idols vain. 
With calm fruition all his own 

Shall fill his inward reign. 
-^-— A thousand woes that worldlings bear 

Shall far from me be driven ; 
A thousand joys they never share 

Shall then to me be given : 

For, he, displacing from his throne 

Usurping idols vain, 
With calm fruition all his own 

Shall fill his inward reign. 

Nov. 29, 1826. 
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XUX.— MARY, ANOINTING JEvSUS. 

1. 

Those pleasant hours are- o er ; 

And Jesus now must meet 
Those three dear friends no more 

In Bethany's retreat : 
And she, who then would bow^ 

Meek listener, at his feet. 
Is come to bathe them now 

With imction rare and sweet. 

2. 

That exquisite perfume 

O'er all the air is shed. 
And seems from room to room 

A paradise to spread : 
A lovely type, though faint. 

Of him for whom 'tis us'd ; 
Whose name is to the saint 

Like od'rous oil eflfus'd. 
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3. 

She did it for his death. 

Of which with tears she heard ; 
She felt a heavenly breath 

Of fragrance in that word. 
And they, whose pens record 

The d3dng Saviour's name. 
In union with her Lord 

Embalm his Mary's fame. 



4. 

The feet she thus anoints 

Must soon be bath'd in blood ; 
While nails transfix the joints 

Wet with this fragrant flood. 
How dear to her the veins. 

Whence healing love would flow, 
A bath for all her stains, 

A balm for all her woe ! 



5. 

Well might her heat 

On that kind friend he posr'd ; 
Her brother finom the tomh 

To second life restor'd. 
Type of that Sanonr, he. 

Who soon must die to rise ; 
But, once from death set free. 

Once risen, never dies. 



6. 

His Spirit's miction sweet 

He on her heart bad shed ; 
She, rising from his feet, 

Perfum'd his sacred head. 
And well that costly nard 

Expressed to whom was given 
Her spirit's choice regard, 

Exhal'd in sighs to heaven. 
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7. 

Lord, be it mine to prove 

(One suit my heart prefers) 
A spark of heavenly love. 

Love rich in proof, like hers ! 
And, since thyself unknown 

Yet in thy friends we meet. 
The meanest let me own 

Thy mystic body's feet !32 

Nov 30, 1826. 

32 1 Cor. xii. 12—27. 
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L.— MARY AT THE SEPULCHRE. 
** Last at his cross, and eariiest at his grave." 

1. 

Tis past^ that night of deepest gloom ; 

Tis ris*n, the joyous sun ; 
And^ sleepless^ to her Saviour's tomh 

Poor Magdalene has run. 
She gaz*d within the darksome grot. 

Where his dear form was laid ; 
But, while pale death ahsorh'd her thought. 

Bright angels were display'd ! 

2. 

With looks of love, and words of peace. 
They sooth'd her aching hreast : 

When lo, — to hid all sorrow cease, — 
Her Jesus stands confess'd ! 
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And " Mary," from that well-known voice, 

(Heaven's harmony its tone) 
Can instant make the heart rejoice, 
» Which late could only groan. 

3. 

In that sepulchral Eden, lo. 

The tree of life restored ! 
Imparadis*d the scene of woe 

By angels and their Lord ! 
— Tis thus the Christian sees the tomb 

Begirt with shining bands ; 
And, while he eyes the place of gloom. 

Before him Jesus stands ! 

Dec. 1, 1826. 
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U.— THE ASCENSION. 



1. 
Fis the last of the days he must sojourn below^ 

The first that his orphan disciples must mourn : 
Se has toil'd, he has bled^ he has ris'n, he must go ;' 

The stranger fix)m heav'n to his home must return. 

2. 
[n the stilly early mornings ere man is abroad^ 

He led forth his friends^ with sweet words by the way. 
To the scene they so oft in his converse had trod. 

Where at Olivet's foot his lov*d Bethany lay. 

3. 

And there, as around him they tearfiilly gaz'd, — 
(His aspect all beaming, all breathing with love,) 

His hands, like a priest and a father, he raised. 
And gave his deep blessing ; — 'twas echoed above. 

4. 
Midst his words, more unearthly his countenance grew ; 
And lo, like a spirit, he heavenward ascends ; 
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And a bright cloud has caught him too soon from the view , 
(As they gaze through their tears J of his heart-bleeding | 
friends. 

5. 
He is gone! — ^what a parting! — yet mark where attend 

Two angels of comfort, and calm their despair : 
*' Why gaze ye ? — This Jesus, ye saw thus ascend. 
Shall yet come in like manner; and ye shall be there." 

6. 
He has finish 'd his work ; he has glorified God ; 

The Forerunner has gain'd his reversion of bliss : 
And now must his followers tread where he trod. 

Till they see him, are like him, and rest where he is. 

7. 

No longer by sight, they must journey by faith ; 

And with prayer, and with patience, go Zionward on: 
And the Saviour's own Spirit shall gladden their path; 

And they soon shall arrive where that Saviour is gone! 

Dec. 2, 1826. 
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LII.— THE VISIT AT EMMAUS. 

1. 
They talk'd of Jesus, as they went ; 

And Jesus, all unknown. 
Did at their side himself present, 

With sweetness all his own. 
Swift, as he op*d the sacred word, 

His glory they discerned ; 
And swift, as his dear voice they heard, 

Their hearts within them hum'd. 

2. 

He would have left them, but that they 

With prayers his love assail'd : 
** Depart not yet ! a little stay !" 

They press'd him, and prevail*d. 
And Jesus wbs reveal'd, as there 

He bless'd and brake the bread : 
But, while they mark*d his heavenly air. 

The matchless guest had fled. 
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3. 

And thus at times, as Christiaiis talk 

Of Jesus and his word ; 
He joins two friends amidst their walk. 

And makes, unseen, a third. 
And oh, how sweet their converse flows. 

Their holy theme how clear. 
How warm with love each hosom glows. 

If Jesus he hut near! 



4. 

And they that woo his visits sweet. 

And will not let him go. 
Oft, while his hroken hread they eat. 

His soul-felt presence know. 
His gather'd Mends he loves to meet. 

And fill with joy their faith. 
When they with melting hearts repeat 

The memoiy of his death. 
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6. 

But such sweet visits here are brief. 

Dispensed from stage to stage 
(A cheering and a priz'd relief) 

Of &ith*s hard pilgrimage. 
There is a scene where Jesus ne'er. 

Ne'er leaves his happy guests ; 
He spreads a ceaseless banquet there. 

And love still fires their breasts. 

Dec. 3, 1826, Suiidat Mormino. 
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Lin.— "LOVEST THOU ME?" 

1. 

" Lov*sT thou me ?** — that question 

Thrice thy Loud renew'd : 

" Lov'st thou me ?" — suggestion^ 

Meet for thoughtful mood. 

Say, "lov'stthoume?" 

Then love I thee ; 
Then thou art blest for ever. 

Oh, canst thou prove 

Cold to my love ? — 
Lord, I would answer, — never. 

2. , 

Canst thou e'er forget it. 

All I did for thee ? 
Canst thou e'er regret it. 

Aught thou dost for me ? 



1» 



I}id I firom ob Itis^ 
Stoop e'en to die ? 

Else thoQ wert lost iar eter 
CaDst thoa ioc^ 
All that lofwe-dehi? — 

LoBD^ I would answer. 



If thou lov'st thy Sanour, 
Drawn by love diiine ; 
Then thy whole behavioor 
Will confonn to mine. 

Glad wilt thou leave 

All that would grieve. 
All that from me would sever 

All I approve 

Thou too wilt love : — 
LoRD^ I would answer^ — ever 
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4. 



Soon, if thus in spirit 
Thou art one with me ; 

Through thy Saviour's merit. 
Thou with him shalt he. 
All are, ahove. 
Ravished with love. 

Love to the Lamh, for ever. 
When shall aught part 
Me from thy heart ? — 

Lord, I would answer, — ^never. 



Die. 3, 1826, Sunday Evknino. 
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LIV.— GETHSEMANE. 



1. 



Night cast unwonted gloom around ; 

His Mends bad given their grief to sleep : 
He, prostrate on the chiUing ground. 

His lonely watch of woe must keep. 

2. 

The last, the farewell paschal feast. 

With those sad Mends at evening ta'en ; 

He waits the traitor's murderous haste 
To prove him, now, the Lamb so slain. 

3. 

As thrice he kne^s to groan his woe. 

See sweat, like thick large blood-drops, run 

" My Father, if this cup might go ! 
And yet, thy will, not mine, be done !" 

G 
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4. 

Deaths hov'ring in his direst form, — 

Forsaking friends, — ^hell's banded power. 
His Father's frown, (soul-piercing storm) — 

And earth's whole guilt, — ^were in that hour ! 

5. 
Gethsemane ! we hail thee well ; 

Fair Eden's contrast, sad, yet dear : 
There man a moment smil'd, then fell ; 

Man groan'd for man, and triumph 'd, here. 

6. 
But oh, all-lovely Lamb of God, 

Hast thou thy heaven resign'd for me ? 
For me, th* abyss of horrors trod ? 

— Where shall I find return for thee ? 

7. 
Oh, reign, enthron'd, o'er all my heart. 

The happy prisoner of thy love ; 
And fit me here to bear my part 

In thine unending praise above ! 

Dec. 4, 1826. 
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LY.— THE CKraFCaON. 

1. 
Im ^int paose on Calv^irs brow. 

And watch iky Sacnoiar's dying pangs : 
From heaien to earth he came ; and now 

Twixt earth and heaven, expreadve, hangs. 
How well mi^t earthquake lend the ground ; 

Mystenoos glosm the heaven o'eispread ; 
Shock'd nature sympathise around ; 

When nature's Lord for rebels bled ! 

2. 

At intervals, his voice is heard, 

Rerdng the sad and sunless air : 
Hark to each deep, soul-breathing word ; 

What tenderness, what torture, there ! 
He prays for those that shed his blood ; 

Gives John a mother, her a son ; — 
Thirsts; — in his anguish pleads with God ; — 

Commends his spirit; cries, ** 'tis done T 
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3. 

And one kind speech his heavenly tongue 

To that poor criminal address'd. 
Who at his side, repentant, hung. 

And sigh'd to share his blood-bought rest 
And oh, blest penitent, to thee 

How sweet redeeming mercy *s voice. 
Midst thy last pangs ! — '' this day, with me 

Thou shalt in paradise rejoice." 

4. 
Few moments had thy Saviour pass*d33 

Heaven s portal, ere thy spirit fled ; 
The first that foUow'd him ; the last 

Sav'd by his blood, yet newly shed. 
How happy, at the throne of God, 

Fresh from your sufferings, did ye meet ! 
Thou, the last trophy of his blood. 

The first to kiss his glorious feet ! 

33 It appears from John xix. 32, 33, that Jesus expired 
what before the malefactors. 
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5. 



And well those arms of love divine. 

Outstretched in large embrace, expressed 
(Blame not an emblem so benign !) 

His mercy, wide as east and west. 
And well the blended Judge we view, 

Where plac'd on either side appear 
Mankind, divided in those two. 

The suppliant there, the scomer here. 

6. 

And, when its veil his spirit burst. 

Well might the temple s veil be rent ; 
When, by his death all clouds dispersed, 

An open smile could God present. 
Then, too, of many a sleeping saint 

Well might the rising frame adorn 
That death which, conquering death's r 

Bids dust await its wakening mrjm. 
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7. 

Deep in my heart, dear Lord, be wrought 

The potent memory of thy cross ! 
Nail to that tree each rebel thooght. 

And let me deem all else as loss ! 
Stamp its meek image on my breast. 

In patience, lowliness, and love ! 
Be this, on earth, my spirit's rest ; 

And this my song, still new, above ! 

Dbc. 5, 1826. 
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1. 

Oh, think, Aeo^ new tkj fc^fcw^l oniK 
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3. 



Then breathe for heaven ; with instant zeal. 

Give to thy Lord thy spirit's throne : 
So, press'd by languor, thou shalt feel 

A peace thy vigour ne'er had known. 
What inward light, midst outward gloom. 

Doth oft the sinking saint surprise ! 
Write Bethel o er his death-bed room : 

He tastes of heaven before he dies. 



4. 

Nor deem light fancy's warbling this. 

Writ by experience clear and warm. 
E'en now emerging from th' abyss 

Of fever, in its fearful form. 
How did thy heart, blest sufferer, melt 

In unknown peace, in unknown love 1 
Dearer than ever Christ was felt. 

And caught a glimpse of bliss above. 
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5. 

Ah, let not — should sweet mercy spare. 

And give thee back to life's brief day — 
Bright sun exhale^ or hurrying care 

Brush the rich dews of grace away ! 
Those heaven-dropt influences above 

All treasure prize, nor e'er forego ; 
Rare token of thy Father's love. 

Safeguard from ain, and charm for woe ! 

Dxc. 7, 1826. 
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LVII.— THE HAPPINESS OF THOSE WHO LOVE THE 

LORD. 

L 
How happy, past utterance, when, touch'd from ahove 
By the strong, sweet attraction of infinite love. 
At once the heart yields itself whole to the Lord, 
And follows his guidance with loving accord ! 

2. 

A thousand vain fancies that haunted it erst, 
A thousand vile passions it slavishly nurs'd. 
And proud self-delight, and unholy desire, 
(As, lost in sweet sunshine, foul vapours,) expire. 

3. 

And the struggle of nature, long baffled, is o'er. 
The resolve, marr'd as often as mended before : 
Tis love's "b. more excellent way"34 to attain, 
And with pleasure achieve what was labour in vain. 

34 1 Cor. xii. ult. 
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4. 



Thus weaiy with wnndering; the dore has found rest 
In the ark of salvation ; — ^its inmates how hlest ! 
And lowliness, meekness, with all things we hlend. 
And welcome affliction^ or death, as a firiend. 

5. 

GoD*8 love in redemption, the heauty of Christ, 
And glimpses of glory, oft felt, have sufficed 
To poison sin's taste, and, with splendour suhlime, 
Eclipse all the glimmering allurements of tune. 

6. 

Then happy, past utt'rance, if, touch'd from above 
By the strong, sweet attraction of infinite love. 
Thy heart at once yields itself whole to thy Lord, 
And follows his guidance with loving accord ! 

Dec. 8, 1826. 
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LVIII.— THE BETTER REST AND SUNRISE. 

1. 

Oh, to him how sweet, how healing. 

Who with wakeful fever pin'd. 
Balmy slumher, softly stealing 

O'er his frame, and o'er his mind ! 
Sweeter yet, to him who loses 

Heavenly peace in sin-hom woes. 
When his Lord once more difiuses 

O'er his heart divine repose. 

2. 

Sweet to those who watch for morning 
All the lone and lingering night. 

When, to '* hope deferr'd" returning, 
• Smiles the dawn of new-horn light 

Yet less sweet than, when in sadness 
Long we walk, and soul-felt glooms. 

Rising like the sun of gladness, 
Jesus all our path illumes. 

Dec. 10, 1826. Sunday. 
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LIX.— REPOSE IN JESUS. 

1. 

Hapft those who rest have found 

In the anns of Jesus : 
IVess'd no longer^ prison'd, bound, 

Uis glad Spirit frees us. 
What was toil and strife within. 

Now 'tis easy, pleasant : 
Grief of guilt, and love of sin, 

Die^ where Christ is present 

2. 
Now, by efforts all in vain. 

Heavenly peace and favour 
Never more we dream to gain. 

Making self a saviour. * 

No : the plan is quite reversed : 

First the sinner sees him. 
Tastes his free salvation first; 

Then goes forth to please him. 
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3. 



Sweet constraint of gratefol love^ 

Love divine returning! 
Who can tell how far above 

Power of human learning ? 
*' Come to me," ('twas thus he spoke) 

" Ye who rest are needing; 
Wear for love my gentle yoke ; 

Walk, my wishes heeding." 

4. 

Blest, whose open hearts discern 

Jesus in his beauty; 
Who in him, concentered, learn 

All of truth and duty. 
Treasures, in that suited Friend, 

More than tongue can story, 
Pardon, peace, conversion, blend ; 

Boundless grace and glory ! 
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5. 



Yes, if privOeg'd to know 

Aught of that dear Saviour, 
What a debt of love I owe 

For so vast a favour ! 
Let me trace his path below. 

Shunning what would grieve him ; 
Till, my trial done, I go 

Where I ne'er shall leave him. 



^*«^. 11, 1826. 
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LX.— THE CHRISTIAN'S DEATH-BED FAREWELL TO 

HIS BELOVED FRIEND. 



1. 

How sweetly^ mingling heart with heart. 

We two this vale have trod ! 
Now, dearest friend, awhile we part. 

And first I go to God. 
I go where Jesus waits his firiends, 

Escap'd this tearful waste : 
E'en now my spirit thither tends; 

E'en now his joy I taste. 



2. 

Thou weepest ; — He hath hallow 'd tears 
Heaven sweetens all my smart : 

Yet think, at most a few fleet years 
Thou linger'st here apart 
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And oAen let the memory dear 

Of him before thee gone. 
And dearer hope of meeting, cheer 

Thy heavenward footsteps on. 

3. 

There's nothing here, thy seeking worth, 

But heaven, begmi below 
In heavenly love ; as, leaving earth. 

How deeply now I know ! 
Then never from thy Saviour swerve. 

Our Friend through all the past ; 
And find him (as I find) reserve 

The sweetest hours the last. 



3ec. 12, 1826. 
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LXI.— PRAYER FOR PRESERVATION FROM SPIRTTUAI 

DECUNE. 

1. 

Oh, leave me not, celestial Friend, 

Ne'er leave me to this £uthless heart ! 
On thy s^eet grace I still depend ; 

And soon decline, if thon depart 
Unless thon daily hear my prayer. 

No past experience anght avails : 
— ^Without glad light, and ceaseless air. 

How soon green nature's beauty fiedls ! 

2. 
E^en now, to earth returning slow 

From sickness' calm, sequester'd mood, 
I feel impair'd the heavenly glow, 

I fear an earthlier frame renew'd. 
Oh, keep me lowly, meek, and pure. 

And bright with hope, and warm with love ; 
Those influences to health secm'e. 

Which sickness brought me from above ! 
Dec. 13, 1826. 
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OI.— PENITENTIAL PRAYER, ON RETURNING FROM 

A DEVIATION. 



1. 

Oh Lord^ I have wander'd^ and contrite implore 
Thy mercy, thy Spirit, my soul to restore. 
Unnmnher'd the pardons thy love hath hestow'd : 
Oh, add a new deht to that infinite load ! 
For, Lord, I have wander'd, and contrite implore 
Thy mercy, thy Spirit, to own me once more. 



2. 

With a heart full of grief, I would come, like a child. 
To a Father displeas'd, yet who waits to he mild. 
To thee would I, Saviour, unhosom my smart : 
Thou know'st it, thou know'st all this treacherous heart 
I have nothing to hring, that can pay for the past : 
At the foot of thy cross, self-condemn 'd I am cast. 
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3. 

Yet pardoned, restor d, I would love thee the more, 
And follow my Shepherd more close than before : 
Thou wilt give me thine arm, thou wilt point me thy wa 
Let me seek thee, when tempted; I never need stray: 
And the dread of thy comfortless absence, the charm 
Of thy peace and thy presence, shall guard me from ha: 

Dbc. 14, 1826. 
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LXin.— PARTING OF CHRISTIAN FRIENDS. 

1, 

They wept, when they parted from Paul ; 
Their hearts were o'erhurden'd with pain : 
They wept at his words, but they wept above all 
That they never should meet him again ; 

No, never ! 
— Yet pass but a few fleeting years. 

They shall meet their now vanishing friend ; 
Shall meet him with Jesus, where parting and tears 
In glorified imion shall end 

For ever ! 

2. 

Thus nature constrains us to weep. 
When we bid a last farewell to those 
Whose converse we fain would unceasingly keep. 
Nor e'er from our joys or our woes 

Would sever. 
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Yet dry we our tears ; for ere long. 
If one with our Saviour in heart. 
We shall meet at his throne, in the rapturous throng 
Of spirits made perfect, nor part 

For ever! 



Dec. 15, 1826. 
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LXIV.— "HOW CAN THOSE?" 

1. 

How can those^ who^ bom again^ 

O'er sin's deep plague must groan in spirit. 
Desire to linger on in pain. 

Nor sinless bliss, released, inherit P 

2. 

How can those, who feel that still 
The body, like a prison, chains them. 

And spirit joys when flesh is ill, — 

Yet fondly cling to what detains them ? 

3. 

How can those, who see that all 

Is fleeting, false, though woo'd as pleasure, — 
Descend to earth's unworthy thrall 

From heaven's immense, immortal treasure P 
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4. 

How can those^ who know they roam 

As pilgrims here^ as passing strangers^ — 
Prefer to heaven's eternal home 

A scene of toils^ and tears^ and dangers ? 

5. 
How can those, who here chastise 

Their purest joys with pierc'd contrition. 
And sink too soon where slow they rise, — 

Not yearn to rest in fix'd fruition ? 

6. 
How can those, whose friends helov'd. 

With kindred spirits, (what a legion !) 
Are, like forerunners, hence remov'd, — 

Not sigh to share the same blest region ? 

7. 
How can those, whose matchless Lord 

(Can heaven itself his death -love story ?) 
Awaits them where he dwells ador'd, — 

Not thirst to see him in his glory ? 
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a 

How can ihoee, by labouring &lth, 

And patient bope, wbo now must wander, — 

Reluctant eye tbe stream of death. 
Nor lose it in tbe Canaan yonder P 

Dec. 15, 1826. 
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LXV.— " CAN I DEEM MYSELF MORE 



1. 

Can I deem myself more meet. 
Now, for heaven, than years ago ?*" 

More in holiness complete ? 

— Ah, my heart must answer, no I 

2. 

Still, as then, I look within ; 

Still a worthless waste I view ; 
Nought for death-hed comfort ; sin 

Marring all I think or do. 

3. 

All the peace, that cheer 'd my mind 
Years ago, from Christ arose; 

All the peace that still I find. 
From that Saviour still it flows. 



SACRED SONGS. 147 



^^t, as more I search my breast. 

Grown experience more endears 
H^im who sole can give me rest. 
Heal my sorrows, hush my fears. 

5. 
Clearer sense of His rich worth. 

Deeper love for all I owe ; 
*— Do I, can I, more on earth 

Of maturing meetness know ? 

6 
Be their works by others ey'd :35 

Let me, Lord, be well suffic'd 
(Loveless, joyless, all beside) 

Still to lose myself in Christ. 



35 Ephesians ii. 8, 9. 
16, 1826. 
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LXVI.— GRATEFUL RECOLLECTION OF 
PISTINGUISHING MERCIES. 



1. 

Oh, why hast thou circled me thus with thy mercies. 

Thou Ocean Divine of unlimited love ? — 
All haffled my tongue, when that love it rehearses. 

Which has mark'd me, least worthy, my fellows above*J 
While brother immortals, a numberless legion. 

Have wander'd, still wander, in soul-chilling glooms; 
Thou hast cast my glad lot in an age and a region. 

Which Christ with his heart-healing sunshine illumes. 



2. 

Here too, while so many are groaning around me 
In sickness, in loneliness, labour, or need ; 

With health, ease, abundance, and friends, thou hast 
cTown'd me. 
And, from all that makes being a burden, hast freed. 
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le tihousands in ignorancie languish neglected, 

Nor know the hid treasures of mind and of heart ; 

[y thoughts have heen open'd, my feelings directed. 

To the charms of creation, of knowledge, and art. 

3. 

[And more than all else ; while so many ne*er tasted 

The blessings of pious example and care ; 
[like exquisite plants on a wilderness wasted. 

Nor cultur'd with scripture, nor water'd with prayer : 
I was early led heavenward; and, wide though I wander 'd, 

I never lost sight, or desire^ of my rest ; 
Till, touch'd by the Lord, my first lessons I ponder 'd. 

And came, with my heart-ache, in Christ to be bless'd. 



4. 



Yet why hast thou thus overwhelmed me with mercies. 
Thou Ocean Divine of unlimited grace ? — 

All baffled my tongue, when that grace it rehearses. 
Which has mark'd me beyond my less privileg'd race ? 
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Oh, add, as the crowning, to all thou hast lavished, 
A heart more awake to thy measureless love ; 

Delightedly bow'd to thy Spirit ; and ravish'd 
With thy goodness below, with thy glory above ! 

Dec. 17, 1826. Sunday. 



SACRED SONGS. 



151 



I.XVII.— EXTRAORDINARY MANIFESTATIONS OF GRACE 
AND GLORY, IMPARTED AS ANTIDOTES TO SPIRI- 
TUAL DECLENSION AND DESPONDENCY. 

1. 
Oh, say, shall the spirit, that once has been blest to kiiow 
That peace, past expression, which beal'd all its fear 

and woe; 
The spirit that once, as divinely rapt, was given 
To breathe amid feelings, all fragrant and fresh from 

heaven : 
Oh, say, shall it ever, relapsing in darkness, lose 
The hope, all immortal, those feelings could once infuse ? 

2. 
Shall the seal of the Comforter, earnest of promis'd rest,'^6 
Be ever effac'd from the bosom it once impress 'd ? 
The day-spring of glory, if once it illum'd the heart. 
Clear pledge of the day ,37 — shall it ever in gloom depart P 



96 Ephesians i. 13, 14. ^7 2 Pet. i. 19. compare Rev. ii. 28. 

and xxii. l(j. 
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Shall adoption's new name^ on the white and absoli 

stone,3S 
Shall the heart's hidden manna^ — ^be ever forgot, 

known? 

3. 

'Tis true^ in a scene^ where we walk but by faith^ not si^ 
Too few, and too brief, are these gleamings of golden li^ 
— 'Twas once from his toils He respir'd in celestial air. 
Whose three lov'd attendants once gaz'd on his glory then; 
To Stephen, in death, was one foresight of paradise given; 
And Paul once o'erheard that ineffable strain of heaven. 

4. 

Yet he ne er could forget what his pen could ne'er disclose,^'^ 
That strain, whose deep echo outlasted long years of woes: 
And Peter, in darkness, retain'd a reflection bright 
Of the scene, all unearthly, he witness'd on Tabor's height :^ 

38 Revelation ii. 17. 39 2 Cor. xii. 1, &c. 40 2 Pet. i. 18. 
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P And, midst bis keen pangs^by that rapturous vision s power, 
Lo, angel-like, Stephen could smile in his martyr hour.^i 

5. 

Sach foretastes of bliss, in the crisis of need, are given 

To cheer us when faint, and attract and attach to heaven. 
: Oft o'er the rich mem'ry, as o*er hidden treasure, brood ; 
l Oft use it, (*tis given thee) vain doubt or desire to* exclude, 

On each saint, in his turn, may these vistas of glory shine ; 

But none may command them; oh no; they are all divine ! 

6. 
And once did the first-fruits of Canaan charm my taste ! 
Their flavoured remembrance^ ne er, ne'er be it more effac'd ! 
A glimpse of the Saviour, amidst his redeem 'd, was given : 
In the shadow of death, yet I seem'd in the shine of heaven ! 
False fears, wandering wishes, be hence from my heart 

estrang'd ; 
Till the vision of glory to glory itself be chang'd ! 

-*> Acts vi. lilt. 
Dec. 22, 1826. 

h2 



154 SACRED SONGS. 



LXVIII.— ANGELS ANNOUNCING TO SHEPHERDS TH 

BIRTH OF A SAVIOUR. 

A CHRISTMAS ODE. 
I. 

'Tis come, the time so oft foretold. 
The time Eternal Love forecast : 

Four thousand years of hope have roll'd. 
And God hath sent his Son at last : 

Let heaven, let earth, adore the plan : 

— " Glory to God, and grace to man !" 

2. 

And wakes no voice, that peerless night. 
In rapture o'er th' amazing hirth ? 

If man is mute, lo, angels hright 

Come warbling praise from heaven to earth. 

Impatient heaven's chief work to scan : 

" Glory to God, and grace to man !" 
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3. 

How beauteous did that host illume 

The midnight of a wintry sky ! 
How sweet those notes, dispelling gloom, 

The silentness of earth supply ! 
As, peal*d sublime, the chorus ran : 
— ** Glory to God, and grace to man !" 

4. 

Those angel spirits never fell. 

Ne'er lost, like man, their primal place; 
Their brethren once, who dar'd rebel. 

Nor know, nor hope, redeeming grace : 
On earth the blended bliss began, 
" Glory to God, and grace to man !" 

5. 
But, foremost, who those accents hear ? 

To Salem are they wafted first ? 
To priest's and prince's favour'd ear ? 

Or midst unconscious air dispers'd P 
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(That air, which wafts the warbling clan)^ 
— ** Glory to God, and grace to man !" 

6. 
To swains, that watch'd their nightly fold, 

Of lowly lot, of lowly mind ; 
To these, the tidings first were told. 

That told of hope for lost mankind : — 
God gives his Son ; no more he can : 
— ** Glory to God, and grace to man !** 

7. 

To you, blest swains, the stars, that night. 
Were lost amidst angelic blaze ; 

While one, o'er all, divinely bright. 
Ye hastening Magi, fix'd your gaze. 

Like angel singing in your van, 

" Glory to God, and grace to man !" 

8. 
" Glory to God," from Time's first age 
Was anthem 'd by the starry train ; 
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Tis heard by heaven-exploring sage, 

Tis heard by wanderer o'er the main ; 
^iit oh, what star, like that which sang, 
** Glory to God, and grace to man !" 

9. 
-^nd well to shepherds first *tis known. 

The Lord of angels comes from high, 
Xn humblest aspect like their own, 

" Good Shepherd/' for his sheep to die : — 
Oh, height and depth, which who shall span ? 
— " Glory to God, and grace to man !" 

10. 
Fain, with those meek, those happy swains. 

Lord, I would hear that angel quire ; 
Till, ravish'd by celestial strains. 

My heart responds with holy fire ; 
(Tha^ holy fire thy breath must fan :) • 
— " Glory to God, and grace to man !" 

. 25, 1826. 
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LXIX.— THE FAMILY RESEMBLANCE. 

1. 
They all were strangers here below ; 

They felt it ; and confess'd 
(Whate'er their lot of joy or woe) 

That this was not their rest. 
They might be cast in want or wealth ; 

Untaught, or grac'd with art ; 
Might pine with pain, or smile with health 

But all were one in heart. 

2. 

Of different tribe, and distant clime. 

The friends of God may be ; 
Of Israel's, or the Saviour's, time : 

But all in heart agree. 
Not all their joys can make them leave 

The heavenward way they wend ; 
Not all their woes can make them grieve. 

As those that want a friend. 
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3. 



Divinely form'd, they all have known 

A new-bom life within ; 
And deeply all have leam'd to groan 

Beneath the weight of sin. 
The breath of prayer have all exhaFd ; 

The path of patience trod : 
All by the Lamb's dear might prevail'd ; 

And all are blest in God. 



Dkc. 27, 1826. 
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LXX.—SIMEON, DISCOVERING THE SAVIOUR. 



1. 

He waited years of aching hope. 

Like those that watch till dajrspring ope ; 

And, snow-white now, his locks betray 

Worn nature's late decay : 
And must he soon from earth retire. 
Nor view, on earth, his heart's desire ? 



2. 

Despair not yet ; seek, favour 'd saint. 
The temple : — who thy joy shall paint ? 
To eye thy Savioiur's infant charms ! 

To clasp him in thine anns ! 
" I've seen him !" — cries thy bursting heait ;- 
" Lord, let me now in peace depart!" 



SACRED SONGS. 161 



3. 



Thus, after years of hope's delay, 
When first the saint, some holy day. 
His Saviour with clear fiuth discerns ; 
His heart with rapture hums : — 
The sun has ris'n ; the clouds decrease ; 
And life is praise ; and death is peace ! 



Dec. 28, 1826. 
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LXXI.-JESUS THE LORD OF THE SABBATH. 

I. 
>'es ; Lord of tbe sabbath thou art ; 

Solr mast^ of sacred repose : 
Tis thou to the sin-burden d heart 

Must afford a si^eet rest from its woes. 
From ohrtiiencc, though laboured with awe, — 

Vrom the world, and thought-banishing glee,- 
Thai tjuioi in vain would we draw, 

\X*hirh we never can win, but in thee. 

^ <^ » I ,ord o\ ihe sabbath thou an : — 
Tin rhnnii df its worship none knows, 

N^nN nh.' troni \hv l(iad of his heart 
\iu> i^i'uyd t<« liis SaA-iouTS repose. 

J>< \uu,. \\u\i iht tTowd. wi- peiform 
N.M «hjjn> t»i ht\'mnii imd praver: 

Mix VoiriL RfiJm'i-oi'r. i> rhtn. 
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3. 



Yes ; Lord of tlie sabbath thou art ; 

The sabbath of heaven : and, save those 
Who, reposing on Jesus, depart. 

None share his eternal repose. 
— To thee, then, for ever to thee. 

From all my vain labour and woe. 
True Lord of the sabbath, I flee 

For the sabbath none else can bestow ! 

Dec. 29, 1826. 



164 SACRED SONGS. 

LXXII.— THE MASTER, NOT ALWAYS AT HOME. 
" Occnpy, tUl I come."— Luke xix. 13. 

1. 

Oft the most belov'd at home 

Of masters^ is not there ; 
Far or near he oft may roam ; 

Yet none at home despair : 
Him^ though absent^ none forget ; 

Oft for him his partner mourns^ 
Till, to cheer her fond regret. 

Her lingering lord retmns. 

2. 

Still, though left, his inmates shun 

Whate'er he disapproves ; 
Somewhat still by each is done. 

That, well they know, he loves. 
And, should urgent need befall. 

Grief be felt, or death be near ; 
Swift, at their imploring call, 

Their friend will re-appear. 
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3. 

Thus^ when Jesus seems awhile. 

From those he loves, to roam ; 
Though miheard his voice, — his smile 

A stranger e'en at home ; 
Yet if, once his own, the heart 

All its love on him bestow'd ; 
There, though oft he seem to part. 

He keeps his fix'd abode. 



4. 

Lov*d Redeemer, let me ne'er 

In absence thee forget ! 
Ne'er thy sweet return despair. 

Amidst my deep regret ! 
Something let me ever find. 

Thee to please, as when at home ; 
Ever thy memento mind, 

" Be busy, till I come !" 



1 
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O. 

Oh, in nature s trying hoar. 

When I to thee appeal. 
Swift retnm ! — in all thy power. 

Oh, then thjrself reTeal ! 
Be thy presence most hesiow'd. 

When in life s last pangs I pine ! 
Prove my hosom thine ahode. 

And take me Ikomu to tkime ! 

6. 
Yes; experience well hath deemed. 

Thou then wilt reappear : — 
Sweet thy smile, and sudden, beam'd. 

When death seem'd hov'ring near. 
Till that golden hour shall come. 

Be thy partings hrief and few ; — 
Stay, dear Master, here at home. 

Till thine abode I view ! 

Dec. 30, 1826. 
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LXXin.— JACOB AT BETHEL. 

1. 
His brother's rage he mournful fled. 

And long and lonely was his way : 
He had not where to lay his head. 

As faded now the sun's last ray. 
That head, with griefs and fears oppress'd. 

He pillow'd on the hard, cold stone : 
But oh, he sunk in sweeter rest 

Than e'er his hours of joy had known. 

2. 
As homeless, friendless, he repos'd. 

And mingled night's with slumber's dew ; 
A scene of glory heaven disclos'd 

To his rapt spirit's inward view. 
Lo, where he lay, a path of light, 

A vista to the throne of God ; 
And there a host of angels bright 

Ascending and descending trod ! 



168 



3. 



'7 '"'» «». «^'^, 

""^ ^« given. 
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5. 

Tis when the saint is sad and lone. 

His Bethel visions oft appear ; 
Then Jesus to his heart is shown ; 

Then angel friends are hovering near. 
A glimpse of glory glads his view ; 

And grief and fear are lost in hope : 
He girds them for his race anew. 

Nor faints, till heaven's own Bethel ope. 

6. 
Oh, precious Stone, in Zion laid. 

And crown'd with unction all divine ! 
Tis only, while on thee I'm stay'd. 

That e'en to dream of heaven is mine. 
From restless thoughts of sin and woe. 

Vain vigils that my heart would keep 
On J Esus let me rest ; " for so 

He gives to his beloved sleep." 

Dsc. 31, 1826. 
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3. 



•* True, ye basely sold me ; 

Yet no more bewail ; 
Here your Friend bebold me, 

Friend when others fail !" 
— ^At his voice, confomided. 

Yet consol'd, like Saul, 
Tore the Friend they wounded 

Pardon'd rebels fall. 

4. 

Now, in him they banish'd 

Each a brother shares : 
All the past has vanished ; 

All his wealth is theirs. 
— So, to thee, my Saviour, 

What a debt I owe ! 
Hence, let life's behaviour 

Love's devotion show ! 



AN. 2, 1827. 
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LXXV.— MOSES, IRRADIATED BY HIS CONVERSE 

WITH GOD. 

1. 

When, the high communioii ended 

Which he held alone with God, 
Moses from the mount descended. 

And once more with Israel trod ; 
Fresh from heaven, unearthly splendor 

Lingered on his looks awhile ; 
Mortal vision, all too tender. 

Blench 'd before the dazzling smile. 

2. 
Well at first that smile he shaded 

With a veil firom Israel's ken : 
Soon in nature's mist it faded ; 

Soon he look'd like other men. 
Never more, through all his story, 

— Xot on Pisgah's death-bed height, — 
Beain'd he thus; not till in glory 

With his Lord transfigur'd bright. 
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3. 

When, sequestered with their Saviour, 

Saints have breath'd celestial air ; 
Thus their aspect, their behaviour. 

Seems a heavenly hue to wear. 
They have seen so bright a vision. 

From the crowd 'tis best conceai'd : 
Ne'er again, till death's transition. 

May such glory be reveal'd. 

4. 

But too soon the scene has faded. 

Which that rich reflection threw ; 
Soon, by natiure's mist o'ershaded. 

Fades the rich reflection too. 
Oh, may yet the sweet remembrance 

Cheer the pilgrim's heavenward way. 
Till he share his Lord's resemblance. 

Perfect in eternal day !42 

-A2The two latter stanzas alone, are designed for singing, 
id for them the writer composed an air. 

Jan. 3, 1827. 



\ 



174 SACRED S09G8. 

LXXVI.— THE MAGI AT THE MANGER. 

1. 

See them bending in the manger. 

Sages who have come finom Hslt 
To behold the heavenly Stranger^ 

Guided by his herald star. 
See, on high, that bright attendant 

Pause to point their journey done. 
Where, with righteousness resplendent. 

Smiles in clouds the new-bom Sun. 

2. 

To that Sun the sages kneeling. 

And their treasures opening, view 
— May I share their holy feeling. 

Kneel, and ope my bosom too ! 
Well they come to gaze with gladness ; 

Well with gladness they return : 
— Those may bid adieu to sadness. 

Who a Saviour theirs discern. 
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Well the wondrous scene engages 

All that have a heart to bring : 
— Angels, shepherds, saints, and sages, 

Cluster'd here, adore your King ! 
Let me join the happy legion, — 

Varied, vast, yet one in love ; 
Join on earth, and in the region 

Where they circle Christ above ! 



Jan. 4, 1827. 
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LXXVII.— THE STATE BETWEEN EARTH AND HEAVE> 

L 

There is a state that hangs between 

A woeful earth, — a blissful heaven : 
Though passing storms may mar the scene. 
Yet there a stable calm is given. 
If a cloud his smile o'ercast. 

Brighter soon returns the sun ; 
Till the half of earth is past. 
Half of heaven begun 1 

2. 

Oh, placid state of gospel rest ! 

Sweet sabbath of the wearied soul ! 
Though lingering foes may oft molest. 
They ne'er regain their old controul. 
Egypt's woes are far behind ; 
Sinai, and the desert, past : 
Less of earth, and less, we find ; 
All is heaven at last ! 
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3. 



The longer in "Immanuels laiid"26 

We walk, and all its breadth explore ; 
Still, as we gaze, new channs expand. 
And brighter scenes, unknown before : 
Till we come, (inspiring hope. 

To the faithful pilgrim given ! ) 
Where through day's last shadow ope 
Gleams of bursting heaven ! 

26 Isai. viii. 8. 
Jan. 7, 1827. 
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LXXVIII.— THE POVERTY OF RICHES. 

1. 

Thou'rt poor in earth^s treasure ; 

Yet do not complain ! 
If thou know'st not its pleasure. 

Thou know'st not its pain : 
If thou canst not diffuse it. 

Thou canst not abuse. 
Then why should*st thou choose it ? 
— To gain were to lose. 

2. 

Art thou less befiriended 

In dwelling, in board. 
Than He who descended. 

Thy Saviour, thy Lord ? 
All nature's expansion 

Was his ; and, if thine 
Were mean as his mansion. 

Say, could'st thou repine ? 
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Or dream St thou, the treasure 

Dust jdelds, could impart 
The quiet^ the leisure. 

So dear to thy heart ? 
Or dream 'st thou, — to bind thee 

Thus earthward the more. 
The fitter would find thee 

In spirit to soar ? 

4. 

Nor think, thou art never 

Permitted to know 
The joy of the giver. 

Because thou art low : 
What thy poverty offers 

He sees with delight. 
Who preferr'd to proud coffers 

A poor widow's mite. 
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5. 



And still be it heeded. 

How near thee the scene. 
Where nought will be needed. 

Save what is within. 
Be the riches that please us. 

Faith, meekness, and love ; 
Here, the graces of Jesus, — 

His glories, above 1 



Jan. 10, 1827. 
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LXXIX.— ABRAHAM SACRmCING ISAAC. 

1. 

The saint, with all the &theT':$ p^^gs* 

Prepares to slay the son^ 
On whom the hope of nations hangs. 

His dear, his only one : 
And yet his pangs are sooth'd by this, — 

He does it at the call 
Of Him who could not ask amiss. 

Of God who gave him all. 

2. 

But when " our Father,'* bent to save 

A world by guilt undone, 
Spar'd not, (amazing boon !) but gave 

His dear, his only Son ; 
'Twas not at duty's awful nod. 

Or gratitude's sweet call : 
All, all had wander'd far from God, 

When Jesus died for all. 
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3. 



Meek Isuic^ like his nee, was due 

To gmlrr natm^ s death : 
Tw«s hetTHi s mvsierioos love, he knew, 

TlMt eariv ckim*d his breath: 
And hcipe ^l die«r*d both siie and son. 

Thai Gk^ mold find a lamb ; 
And hcipe was crowned ; and, ere 'twas done. 

Behold the hoaTinKwnt run ! 



But wh€fli Emmanuel Wll the sky. 

No taint of sruiii he knew : 
Thou^* Is»ae-likT\ he Kvr'd to die. 

Yet death vnts not hi< due. 
The bitter cup his Father care 

Had uo( one diop of babn : 
Nvvr God cvHiki dud a lamb to :»Te 

Hb own proTided Limb ! 
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5. 



Did thus thy mercy. Father, send 

Thine only Son from high ? 
And didst thou. Saviour, thus descend. 

In houndless grace, to die ? 
— Impress, with thine adopting seal. 

Thou Spirit from above. 
Here on my heart the deep appeal 

Of God*s redeeming love ! 



Jan. 12, 1827. 
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LXXX.— THE LAMB AND THE DOVE. 

1. 
Shall thy bosom form a dwelling. 

Where the Saviour, like a /aiii6. 
May he welcomed, strife expeUing, 

Breathing lo?e and heavenly calm ? 
Far he passions, peace molesting ; 

Far he thoughts that meekness mar : 
Where the lovely iamb is resting. 

Wolf and lion thence be fiir ! 

2. 

Shall thy bosom form a dwelling. 

Where the Spirit, like a dove, 
May be welcom'd, strife expelling. 

Breathing only peace and love ? 
Let not feelings harsh, intruding. 

Dare disturb the sacred guest : 
Where the gentle dave is brooding, 

Vulture, viper, spare her nest ! 

Jan. 23, 1827. 
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LXXXI.— STANZAS, SACRED TO THE MEMORY OF A 
LADY, WHO SHORTLY BEFORE HER DEATH, HAD 
TRANSCRIBED THE SERIES OF AIRS TO WHICH 
THESE SACRED SONGS WERE ADAPTED. 

I. 
Sweetly, oh, sweetly dost thou rest. 

My heart s united friend ! 
All the deep workings of thy breast 

In holy calmness end. 
Thou wert not fonn'd for earth : thy soul 

Was early changed for heaven ; 
And, while thy faith pursued its goal, 

The glorious prize was given. 

2. 
How has thy voice, thy heart, enjoy *d 

The sacred strains I wrote ! 
How was thy gifted hand employ 'd 

In tracing fair each note ! 
Now, added to the countless throng 

Of those whose faith was thine. 
Thou pour*st in everlasting song 

The praise of love divine. 
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3. 

Heaven in thy bosom dawn'd erewhile 

With sunshine calm and bright. 
Till mists of sorrow dimm*d the smile 

Of that celestial light. 
Yet sudden, ere thy day was o'er, 

Lo, every cloud had past ; 
Nor can one shade of sadness more 

Thy radiant bliss o'ercast.27 

4. 
Small though thy store^ the hand that w 

With beauteous art for bread. 
Yet had enough (thyself forgot) 

That others might be fed : 
And large thy heart, and richly stor'd 

With treasures that endure : 
— Worldlings, with all their selfish hoar 

Compar'd with thee, — how poor ! 

37 She died by pleurisy, after two days of illness, I 
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5. 

Treasures immortal, — patience, love. 

Peace, purity, — were thine ; 
Thoughts and desires that soar'd above. 

And fed on truth divine, 
bright genius, and each sister art, 

Adom'd that teeming mind : 
Yet all was lowliness in heart, 
'Twas all to heaven resign 'd. 

6. 

Oh, that a fiiend, so mean as he 

Who late beside thee trod. 
Ever was us*d in pointing thee 

To happiness and God ! 
Yes, thou hast won the mark : — and oh. 

May he, who mourns apart. 
Follow thy steps, though far below. 

And meet thee — where thou art ! 



July 3, 1827. 
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LXXXII.— THE DEPARTED FRIEND.ss 

1. 

Oh, where is the face, which so brightly would glisten 

With beams of intelligence, meekness, and love ? 
Oh, where is the voice, to which Friendship would liste 

Whose converse would charm us, all music above ? 
That face, like a dream it has vanish*d, in token 

That thou who art left shalt ere long disappear : 
That voice, it returns not ; the sweet cord is broken ; 

Though treasur'd its echo in memory's ear. 

2. 
But the spiiit, that beam'd in those eloquent features. 

The spirit, whose tenderness breath*d in those tones. 
Has pass'd to the mansions of angel-like creatures ; 

Has parted for ever from sin and its groans. 
What visions of glor}^, what thrillings of gladness, 

(Beyond all that hope could aspire to) surprise 
The look that so often was shaded by sadness. 

And swell the lov'd accent that mingled with sighs ! 

28 Written in reference to the subject of the preceding stanzas 
Dec. 6, 182;. 
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LXXXm.— THE SUTFERER COSSOLED. 
1. 

Weep not, oh, weep not- — wiai tfaoogfa sonoi 

On sonow roond ihee seem to eiowd ; 
Let laith a joe from sufiering boirow : 

The nunbow brightens in the cloud. 
2. 
StQl were the scene of pleasure smiling. 

Above it ne'er thy thoughts would rise ; 
Ne'er would the world, thy heart begitilin);. 

Leave thee at lebuie to be viiae. 



He who with all thy frame ci 

Whose chastenings are his miirlcH of liivi' 
Thus wakes thee irom thy dreams, and niir 

And guards thee for thy homo iibiivi>. 
4. 
Weep, then, oh, weep not ! — what iliiiii)(li > 

On sorrow round thee sccin to crowd j 
Let faith a joy from suffering iHimiw : 

Thy rainbow hrightwns in lliy '4n 
Dw. 21, 1827. 
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LXXXIV.— THE HEAVENLY LAND. 

1. 

And is there a land, far away from sin and woe. 

All pure and all blest, where the friends of Jesus %<^^^ 

To see him as he is, his redeeming love adore. 

Be with him, be like him, for ever, ever more ? 

2. 

And that land, is that land of eternal life so near 
That Faith, in her hour, may the countless voices he^^^ 
And is it in that land, by the Saviour's boimdless grac^^^^ 
That, released from this body, I fain would hope a pla ^^ 

3. 

Oh, why then, oh why, from that lovely land above. 
Should pleasures, how vain, steal away my stedfast love ? 
Or why, when ere to-morrow the blissful scene may ope, 
Though distress'd, should I sorrow, as one that has not 
hope P 
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4. 

No, onward, still onward, with unreverted eye. 

Let me press, through each scene, to my Father's house 

on high ; 
And find that, while a pilgrim on Zion's way I sing. 
Nor pleasures can lure me, nor sorrows deeply sting ! 

Dec. 23, 1827. 



, 
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LXXXV.— THE MISSIONARY MARTVN, ASCENDING THE 
TABLE MOUNTAIN AT THE CAPE OF GOOD HOPE.» 

1. 

He clim'b'd the lonely mountain, on Afric's utmost shore. 
And thought of dear companions he ne'er should walk 

with more : 
A death-like desolation came o'er his feeling heart ; 
The world appear'd a desert, from all he lov'd apart 

2. 

He climh'd the lonely mountain, and, in his moumfiil mood, 
Mus'd o'er the heav'nward journey, which all his soul 

pursued ; 
What hard ascent we find it, and how the pilgrim saint, 
111 climbing Zion's mountain, is friendless oft, and faint. 

3. 

And yet, as on he labour 'd, he saw the streams descend. 
That told of heavenly comforts, which oft the saint befriend; 

^9 See the beautiful passage in his Journal. 
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And though his path was steeper, as near the wish'd-for 

height. 
Sweet hope of rest revived him, and made his footstep light. 

4. 

And, in a soft green hollow, a heauteous, golden flower 

Beguil'd his pensive spirit in nature's drooping hour : 

It seem*d a type of glory, of loveliness and peace. 

As opening on the pilgrim, when toil and sorrow cease. 

5. 

And oh, how sweet (he whispered) in heaven to rest at last. 

When life, with all its hurdens, and death itself, is past ! 
To rove in howers of fragrance, which paradise displays. 
With happy, happy spirits, that hreathe eternal praise ! 

6. 

So thought the heavenly Martyn : in heaven the wish was 

heard: 
So went he forth with weeping, to sow the Saviour's word : 
Pass seven short years of lahour on Asia's pagan soil. 
And in that Saviour's hosom he rests from all his toil, 

Dec. 26, 1827. 
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LXXXVI.— PRAYER FOR CONTINUED M 

1. 

Oh, do not forsake me. 

My Father, my Friend ! 
When I wander, overtake me. 

And guide to the end ! 
With thy tenderness draw me ; 

Nor let me repine 
If thy chastening o'erawe me : 

I must he made thine. 

2. 

When neglect, sin, and error. 

On consciousness crowd, 
Under sorrow, or terror. 

My spirit is how'd. 
When I muse on thy mercies, 

Thy patience, love, care ; 
Then the dark cloud disperses ; 

I cannot despair. 
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3. 

Oh, no ! thou wilt never, — 

So faithful, so kind, — 
From thy favour one sever. 

Who thee, Lord, would find. 
Tis I that oft leave thee ; 

Forgive me, restore ; 
And, Lord, let me grieve thee 

No more, never more ! 

1827. 
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LXXXVII.— THE SENSE OF PAST ENJOYMENT, EFFACE! 

BY PRESENT GRIEF. 



1. 

How soon, when our path is o'ershaded by sorrow. 
We forget the late sunshine of gladness ; 

Or only recal the bright contrast, to borrow 
A deeper impression of sadness ! 

2. 

How soon, when the friend of our bosom has vanish *d. 
And death has embalm'd our affection ; 

The sweet hours we tasted together are banish 'd 
By heart-ache and pining reflection ! 

3. 

E'en thus, when returns the dark, leafless December, 

All nature to dreariness dooming ; 
Thy paiadise. Summer, no more we remember. 

That lately around us was blooming. 
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4. 

Int in yonder bright worlds (and^ with stedfast endeavour^ 
I fain would be travelling thither J 
No grief chases gladness ; no death can dissever : 
No winter the paradise wither. 



Jak. 3, 1828. 
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LXXXVIII.— REMEMBRANCE OF THE WAY. 

" Thou Shalt remember all the way which the Lord thy God hath lei 
these forty years in the wilderness." — Dent. viii. 2. 

1. 

Oh, how kindly hast thou led me. 

Heavenly Father, day by day ! 
Found my dwelling, cloth'd and fed me, 

Fumish'd friends to cheer my way ! 
Didst thou bless me, didst thou chasten. 

With thy smile, or with thy rod ? 
Twas that still my step might hasten 

Homeward, heav'nward, to my God. 

2. 
Oh, how slowly have I often 

Follow 'd, where thy hand would draw ! 
How thy kindness fail'd to soften ! 

How thy chastening fail'd to awe ! 
Make me for thy rest more ready, 

As thy path is longer trod ! 
Keep me, in thy friendship, steady, 

Till thou call me home, my God ! 
Jan. 7, 1828. 
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LXXXIX.-THE PEACE OF A DEVOUT MIND, CON 
TRASTED WITH VAIN DISQUIETUDE. 



1. 

Say, why should thy breast be disturb'd with each trifle ? 

Oh, why should not gloom and anxiety cease ? 
When sacred communion each murmur would stifle. 

And charm all thy spirit to purified peace ! 
Wliat heart-healing balm for corrosions of sadness. 

The glory, the grace, of thy God to review ! 
What a life-breathing watchword to love, hope, and 

gladness. 
Is all he hath done, and hath promis'd to do ! 

2. 

The moonbeams, that silver the bosom of ocean, 
Play broken, though bright, o*er the tremulous deep ; 

But see, on the lake, without wrinkle or motion. 
How perfectly mirror'd the moon seems to sleep ! 
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And thus the mild beams of the Spirit are broken^^o 
Too oft, by the workings and waves of thy breast : 

Then aim to reflect in that bosom the token 
Of heaven, of unruffled eflulgence and rest ! 



30 « The sea, which I am looking on from the poit-holai» 
is comparatively smooth ; yet it exhibits the moonbeams oolf 
in broken reflections. It is thus an emblem of my heart : M 
longer tossed with tempestuous passions, it has subsided i 
little -y yet still the mild beams of the Spirit fieJl on an oodB- 
latory surface: but the time of perfect rest approaches."-- 
Martyn*s Journal, 



Jan. 9, 1828. 
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-CHRISTIAN HOPE, THE ANTIDOTE TO EARTHLY 

TRIALS. 

1. 
How stilly amidst commotion. 

The bark, at anchor cast ! 
Around her heaves the ocean ; 

Her anchor holds her fast : 
And " hope, an anchor of the soul,"3i 

How stedfast to the saint is given ! 
Around him waves of trial roll ; 

His hope is fix'd in heaven. 

. 2. 

How light, how evanescent. 

The things of sense appear. 
When God is felt as present. 
Eternal life as near ! 
Then pleasures vain no more beguile ; 
Vain sorrows, then, no more annoy ; 
The brightening soul can only smile 
With heavenly love and joy. 

31 Hebrews vi. 19. 
Un. 21, 1828. 
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XCI.— SOCIAL, CROWNED WITH SACRED, L-^^^ 

1. 

Would *ST thou thine every joy improve. 

Soothe thine every smart ? 
To sympathies of social love 

Yield thine opening heart. 
That heart was n^ver to be bomid 

In selfishness^ its death ; 
'Twas given to deal its kindness round. 

As flowers their balmy breath. 
Then would'st thou every joy improve, 

Soften every smart ? 
To sympathies of social love 

Yield thine opening heart. 

2. 

But would St thou find heart-piercing pain 

Ne'er thy peace destroy ? 
Let heavenly love o'er human reign, 

Turning pain to joy. 
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o none^ the most endear'd^ accord 
The sceptre of thy love ; 
^Nor let the temple of thy Lord 

An idol temple prove ! — 
Then would 'st thou find heart-piercing pain 

Ne'er thy peace destroy ? 
IL«t heavenly love o'er human reign, 
Turning pain to joy ! 

»• 4, 1828. 
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XCn.— ''THEY REST FROM THEIR LABOURS/' 

Bev. xiT. IX 
1. 

No> cease thy sorrow ! — ^wherefore weep 
For those who in their Saviour sleep ? 
" Is this thy kindness to thy friend P*^ 
That selfish grief in joy should end. 

2. 

Yet grief is hallow*d : Jesus wept 

To see where Mary's brother slept : 

He wept with those that wept. — Then weep ! 

And yet, thy tears for sufferers keep ! 

3. 

The voice of sainted spirits hear: — 
*' Tis ye who claim the pitying tear ; 
Ye who in fetters groan, while we 
From flesh, and all its aches, are free : 



32 2 Samuel xvi. 17. 
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4. 

Ye who must rise each mom to bear 
Your daily load of toil and care ; 
While we have won the bright reward, 
And rest for ever with the Lord." 

5. 

Then cease thy sorrow ! wherefore weep 
For those who in their Savioiu* sleep ? 
" Is this thy kindness to thy friend ?" 
That selfish grief in joy should end.33 

^' '*And is It for such that we put on sable attire, and go 
***0UTnmg all the day ? /* this thy kindness to thy friend? If 
^^U loved them, would you not rejoice because they are gone 
^ the Father? Are they not now,* from that excellent glory, 
^^Hdy to exclaim; *weep not for us, but for yourselves and 
^^dren ?* Vou are the objects of pity, not we : you, who are 
^^ in the conflict ; not we, who have won the victory : you, 
^ho are yet in the body ; not we, who are delivered from the 
^^irden of the flesh : you, who rise in the morning to cares that 
I^il>lex, disappointments that vex, infirmities that oppress you ; 
^ot toe, who are /or ever with the Lord." — Jay's Christian 
^^tea^lated. 

Feb. 19, 1828. 
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XCm.— THE PREROGATIVE OF THE DEATH-BED-^ 

1. 

While life presses on with its crowded concerns. 

And day after day with its burden returns ; 

Earth claims our exertion, we may not despond. 

Nor be too much absorb*d by the bright scene beyond. 

But when we are parting, — *tis gracious, 'tis wise. 

That the saint should be suffered to die, ere he dies. 

To all but the foretaste of glory so nigh. 

To all but the whisper, — '' Friend, come up on high !" 

2. 

Bear witness, thou — *' less than the least of the saints," 
Whose spirit too oft on thy pilgrimage faints ; 
And yet, more than once, thou hast witness'd it given, 
When nearest to death, to seem nearest to heaven ; — 
Hast caught (canst thou ever forget the sweet hours ?) 
Caught a waft of its voices, a gale from its bowers, 
A gUmpse, on thy couch, of the glory that beamed. 
From the smile of their God, o'er the happy redeem'd ! 
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3. 
^^s, comforts there are for the death-bed alone, 
■■• o vhich Faith was a stranger, which Hope had not known. 
^^ ^as not till Moses on Pisgah expir'd, 
-*^© was bless'd with a view of the land he desir'd. 
"^^d think, if the first-fruits of Eschol were sweet, 
^^at a rapture, the vintage of Canaan complete ! 
-*^Hen let Faith do its work, till it glow into sight ; 
■^or Hope lose its patience, till lost in delight.^* 

^'* ** For every thing there is a season ; and the Christian must 
^^ prepared for his work as well as his reward. Now, if we 

**^ to regard our secular concerns, we must feel a degree of 

* 

^^tcrest about them. There are measures of knowledge and 

^^^mfort, which would so powerfully affect us, as to make every 

^^^^ing, seen and temporal, appear too low, too little, to engage 

^^^ : we see this in Peter, on the mountain of Transfiguration. 

^tit when we come to take leave of th6 scene, it is wise and 

i^r^esrdful to permit us to be dead to it : when we are going, it 

^^ well to be loosened from our detentions ; to be blinded to all 

^^e are resigning, by a sight of the glory to be revealed; and to 

^^ rendered deaf to every other sound than the voice that says, 

* Oome up higher !* " — Jat's Christian Contemplated, 

March 6, 1828. 
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XCIV.— THE PARADISE WTTHIX, THE PARA] 

WE WA3rr. 



tkee, kappier fu-." — M iltox. 
1. 

When die heaTens above us brighten. 

And sweet natnie smiles aiound ; 
Wants there aught our bliss to heighten ? 

— ^Yes, the soul, with graces crown'd. 
Had we paradise within. 

Perfect as the scene, the skies. 
Had we hearts unsoil'd with sin, — 

Ours indeed were paradise ! 

2. 

Were but nature's glowing beauty 

Emblem of a bosom, still 
Pure and peaceful in its duty ; 

Would not heaven that bosom fill ? 
But the world within presents 

Contrast, sad and strange, of doubt. 
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Passion, pride, and vain intents. 

To the lovelier world without. 

3. 
Yet there is a new creation. 

That can bid the desert gloom 
Be the Spirit's habitation. 

Like reviving Eden bloom ! 
Then with pnreness, peace, and love. 

All the soul is grac'd, is bless'd : 
Come, sweet Spirit from above. 

Thus imparadise my breast! 

4. 
Nature, that around us brightens. 

Heavens and earth, must pass away ; 
But the soul, which Christ enlightens. 

Shines with Christ in endless day I 
Then, while oft thy ravish'd eyes 

O'er the beauteous landscape roll. 

Prize, oh, far more deeply prize. 

Heaven reflected in thy soul ! 
May 24, 1828. 
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3. 



Nor sorrow, nor sickness, nor parting, is there ; 
^ or place left for penitence, patience, or prayer : 
*^or ever at home with the Saviour, they raise 
-■^heir sweet hallelujahs of rapturous praise. 

Home ! home ! true, true home ! 
Tis there is my home ; — 'tis there is my home ! 

Dec. 4, 1828. 
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XCVI.-CALL FROM FALSE TO REAL PLEASURE: 

1. 

When all around is smiling^ 

Remember bow soon it must end ! 
Pleasure, now so beguiling. 

Say, will it thy death-bed befriend ? 
Then never, oh, never, in vain. 
Let trifles thy spirit enchain ; 
Thy spirit, created to rise. 
And center its hopes in the skies ! 

2. 
All, all that worldlings cherish. 

How soon, like a vision, 'tis past ! 
All that's of earth must perish ; 

Love onlv attends us at last. 
Then tix on thv treasure thv heart, 
And noer fivm thy Saviour depart ! 
But ri^vn in meekness and love 
Fi»r iutiuito pleasiuvs above ! 
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^Vll.— CHARM OF SONG, ENHANCED BY LOVE. 

1. 

Oh, how sweet the voice of song. 

O'er the soften'd mind 
Pouring, as it floats along. 

Feelings undefined ! 
Yet more sweet the voice of love. 

Mingling heart with heart. 
Heightening every joy we prove. 

Soothing every smart. 

2. 
Oh, when health and spirits flee. 

When I lonely pine. 
Give me song ! but let it be 

Song of Muse divine ! 
Then, yet more than song, be near 

Sweeter love's controul ! 
Heavenly song the sense to cheer; 

Heavenly love the soul ! 

Nov. 17, 1830. 
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XCVra.— UNFADING SCENERY. 

1. 

And say'st thoa, this beautiful earth we surrey^ 
Like a vapoaT, a vision, shall Tanish away ? 
Oh, tell me not so ! 'tis a pain to be told. 
When scenes of enchantment like these I behold : 
Or wait for dark winter ! — ^but tell me not so. 
While smnmer, around us, and paradise glow ! 

2. 

Such scenes He that fonn*d them will never efl^e, 
Or only that brighter may rise in their place. 
What landscapes, hx lovelier, far more sublime. 
Streams, mountains, woods, vales, in that exquisite dim 
Then say not, the scenes I so fondly survey 
Shall fade ! they shall bloom in an infinite day ! 

Nov. 22, 1830. 
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XCIX.— SONG OF THE CHRISTIAN MARINER. 



1. 



Sweetly ye blow, celestial gales ! 

Our oars let us ply, and expand our sails. 

Faithful our chart, our compass even. 

Our anchor is hope, our harbour heaven. 

Sweetly blow on, celestial gales ! 

Be patience for oars, and be prayer for sails ! 



2. 



What though at times a rough wind blow. 
And breakers abound, and the tide run low ? 
Think, when we gain the wish*d-for shore. 
How sweet to repose, our labours o'er ! 
On, let us on ! to chase our fear. 
The haven's in view, and the Saviour near ! 



S\t> iACSED S03rG». 



3. 



9ais: 'o -beir ^noicei dot win]e-n>fo'd host 
To ^veicomie^ us wub <iil die biialiil coast ! } 
' Once, like yonzseiFes^ mid ^pisi and &ar 
W-e^ uwhord iin hope, and landed here : 
On, biodias, ^m ! your ioiis ezqnuid ;. 
The haven'i in vievr, jnd die Lord at band !" 
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C— THE FAREWELL SONG. 

1. 

— Wake, sweet voice, oh, wake once more. 

To breathe a farewell lay ! 
How soon must all thy songs be o er ! 

How soon thy powers decay ; 
Yet cheer thy tone witli hope, ere long, 

Revivmg, still to raise 
A sweeter far, far nobler song, 

A song of ceaseless praise ! 
Then wake, sweet voice, oh, wake once more. 

And breathe this partifig lay ; 
Ere yet thy songs on earth be o'er. 

And thou too die away ! 

2. 

The voice, oft link'd with thine, now mute. 
Of one to memory dear,35 

35 See No8. LXXXL and LXXXII. 
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Mav, like some sweet remember*d lute,3* 

ReWve in memory's ear. 
But is she mute ? — These lowly lays 

Would charm her tuneful hours : 
A spirit, now, she joys to raise 

Far worthier strains than ours. 
Then let that angel voice, though mute. 

Her favoiur'd lays endear ; 
WTiile, like some sweet remember'd lute. 

It lives in memory's ear. 

3. 

And should these lays to Sacred Song 

One voice, one heart restore, 
Attun'd to themes which saints prolong. 

When here they sing no more ; 
It shall not bring me grief or shame,37 

Though mortal meed I lose, 

36 ** Like the remember'd tooe of a mute lyre." — Byron. 

37 ** It shall Dot grieve me M«i, that once," &c. — Cowpe 
Task, near the end. 
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That thus for Heaven the charms I claim 

Of music and the muse. 
And e'en these lays to Sacred Song 

Some trifler may restore ; 
May train to themes which saints prolong. 

When here they sing no more. 

XT, 1836. 
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ADDITIONAL PIECES. 



MOSES ON PISGAH. 

Dent, xxziv. 



1. 



The painful pilgrimage is past; and Moses^ — 
His eye undinun'd by age, his force unbated^ — 

Climbs the lone brow of Pi sg ah, there reposes. 
And views the land for which so long he waited. 

2. 

Didst tliou, hoar saint, thy wondrous journey ponder, 
While miracles of mercy throng'd remembrance P 

No ; to glad hope the scene, expanded yonder. 
Portray 'd a substance that eclips'd the semblance ! 
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3. 

ely scene ! it speaks the glorious Giver ; 

5-verdur'd vales, and cedar-mantled mountains, 

'd afar by glistering Jordan's river, 

freshen 'd, where he lies, by gushing fountains.38 

4. 
I the scene is chang'd ; — sublime transition : 

t in prophetic trance to far-off ages, 

s of Hebrew kings a long drawn vision ; 

alem's glory, with her sainted sages ! 

5. 

, THE HEAVENLY MAN, e'en then expected, 
reat, so gracious, in his human station, 

to his own, and, by his own rejected, 

« 

, and ascends, a guilty world's oblation. 

6. 
Moses, now thy ritual burdens ? banish'd ; 

Lamb of God from ritijal burdens frees us : 

, now, thy law's precursive shadows ? vanish'd ; 

Sun of Righteousness has ris'n in Jesus ! 

38 " The springs of Pisgah."— Deut. iv. iilt. 
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7. 
That eye, undimm'd by age, now gleams with gladness ; 

— The gleam is gone ! for death has o'er him hover'd : 

That last smile bids a bright farewell to sadness. 

His Father, Saviour, heaven, at once discover'd ! 

8. 
And can we, meek, majestic man, deplore thee. 

Forbid to die within thy Canaan's border ? 

Thou but resign'st it for the life of glory. 

The better country39 of thy great Rewarder. 

9. 
Buried by God, repose from all thy labour. 

In full beatitude his love rehearsing ; 

And, with Elijah, reappear on Tabor, 

Both, in your glory, with your Lord conversing ! 

10. 
Deplore thee ? no ; we covet thy dismission : 

Be PisGAH-views of heaven to us extended ! 

Our spirits wafted where, 'in God's fruition. 

The songs of Moses and the Lamb are blended !*o 

39 Hebrews xi. 16, ♦» Rev. xv. 3. 

September, 1834. 
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ELIJAH. 

1. 
Majestic leader of the prophet band ! 

Pleased let me trace thy wise and wondrous tale. 
— ^While thirst and famine scourge thy guilty land, 

Methinks I view thee in the hermit vale. 

By Cherith's rushing stream, that soon must fail ; 
Where duly, mom and even, at God's command. 

Those winged caterers their charge regale 
With food, — ^where cuird ? — a beauteous group they stand 
Before th' expectant seer, nor shun his holy hand.^i 

2. 
Slow months of judgment roll : the wither 'd ground 

Nor shower, nor dew, revives : the stream is dry 
That cheer*d Elijah, where not lone he found 

The loneliness ; his God his company. 

In the poor widow's loft, from hostile eye 
Secure he dwells : while famine preys around. 

Her meal, her cruse, unwasting store supply. 

*i 1 Kings xvii. 1, &c. 
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How at her heart did all the mother bound. 

When, with new-breathing life, her lov'd, lost child he 
crown'd.*2 

3. 

The scene is chang'd. Forth at Jehovah's call, 
(Like fire, like thunder, from the dark, mute cloud,) 

He starts to light :— can Ahab s rage appal ? 
He fronts the king on Caimel, midst a crowd 

* 

Of pamper'd priests, whose knees to Baal bow*d : 
Unfriended, — hemm'd with foes, — he scorns them all. 

* Where Baal s fire ?* he bids them call aloud : 
In vain : — ^but God has answer'd. Swift they fall 
Beneath his vengeful sword, like victims from the stall !*3 

4. 

Champion of truth and heaven, sublimely brave ! 
Canst thou before a woman, trembling fly ? — 

•*•- 1 Kings xvii. 8, &c. *^ Ibid, xviii. 
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Menac'd by Jezebel, his life to save 

He seeks the desert, — there desires to die ! 
Sustained, as Moses erst, without supply. 

He dwells, where Moses dwelt, in Horeb's cave. 
A whisper breathes ; ' why here, Elijah, why ?' 

Kecks rend around, flash lightnings, whirlwinds rave ; 

That still, small voice was God's, and wakes him in his 

n 

ij grave.** 

/ 5. 

/ Tremble with thy remorseless Jezebel, 

Proud Ahab ! — in his grandeur reappears 
The lion prophet from his tomb-like cell. 
To scorn his own, and rouse your wiser fears. 
Of Naboth, and your murderous fraud, he hears. 
And sternly shows the spot where Naboth fell. 

Red with your blood.*5 — Thou, too, amidst thy peers. 
Tremble, thou dying worshipper of Bel, 
At him, who thy vain troops with lightning-stroke can 

quell !46 
44 1 Kings xix. 45 i Kings xxi. 46 2 Kings i. 

l2 
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6. 

His bright reward is won ; his labours end. 

See him o'er Jordan^ by his mantle riven, 
Beside his lov'd Elisha slowly wend 

In farewell talk. Sudden, the sign is given ; 

Yon fiery car, by fiery coursers driven ! 
Their awe-struck gaze while filial prophets bend, 

Tis here ! — 'tis gone ! — they view him into heaven, 
Rapt in a whirlwind, spirit-like ascend ; 
The mantle of his might dropt on his asking firiend.*' 

7. 
' My father, oh, my father !' lingering sighs 

That friend, now lone : the father, where is he P — 
Embosom'd in the bliss of paradise. 

Where, heavenly Saviour, dwell thy saints with thee, 

With thee and angels, and thy glory see. 
Thy glory share ; as once to mortal eyes 

A glimpse was given on Tabor, when thy three 

*7 2 Kings ii. 
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Saw thee with Moses and Elijah rise, 

-And heard divine discourse, the theme thy sacrifice !*8 

a 

Farewell, high-favour'd prophet! — Moses died 

On Pisgah, gazing o'er the wish'd-for land : 
Jesus on Calvary, for all beside. 

Once tasted death,49 as Love Eternal plann'd. 

Thou, only thou, exempt from heaven's demand. 
Didst, while thy mantle fell, to glory ride ; 

Emblem of Him who, when the faithful band 
Of His first frien,ds their Lord ascending ey'd. 
The promis'd Spirit sent, their Comforter and Guide. 

*8 Luke ix. 31. " They spake of his decease.** The word, 
iKodog, is thus used by Peter to denote his death ; (2 Pet. 1. 15.) 
but, in case of our Lord, it includes also his aacennon. 

*» Hebrews ii. 9. 

Feb. 1835. 
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ISAIAH'S PROPHETIC PICTURE OF THE SUFFERING 

MESSIAH. 

Isaiah Hi. 13, to the end of chap. liii- 
1. 

He comes, the servant of Jehovah's will 
Comes, his great work with triumph to fulfil. 
What though with scornful gaze the crowd regard 
That form, that visage, more than mortals, marr*d ? 

2. 

Yet shall admiring nations own his law ; 
Kings at his name shall bend in silent awe : 
For truth divine, from human thought conceal'd. 
O'er every land shall spread, by him reveal 'd. 

Note. — The version here presented, was composed (so far as 
it is included within quotation commas) by Mr. Merrick, the 
metrical translator of the Psalms. The ^Arriter believes that it 
has never yet appeared in print j he obtained it from an authen- 
tic manuscript, Mr. M. having been tutor to his maternal grand- 
father. He has attempted to render this admirable version 
rather more complete and correct, by the addition of the two 
introductory stanzas, and by the occasional substitution of more 
approved interpretations. 




tc 
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3. 

But who hath listen'd, who heliev'd our word. 
And seen the arm of heaven's approaching Lord ? 
Lo, as a sickly plant he lifts the head, 
A root scarce heaving from its thirsty bed. 

4. 

No grace attends him, our desire to move ; 
No beauty, to bespeak our earthly love : 
A child of grief, an intimate of woe, 
A man by men rejected, mean and low.*' 

5. 

We slighted him, we seom'd, as one that flies 
To hide his leprous shape from loathing eyes.^o 
" Yet ours the burden was, that weigh'd him down. 
And whelm 'd him with afflictions not his own. 



50 *< Our eyes indignant from his face we turn'd, 
His worth neglected, and his weakness scorn'd." 

M. 
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6. 

We deem'd him scourged by heaven's avenging rod, 
A wretch abandoned to the wrath of God : 
Yet sure for our offence such woes he found ; 
Twas our transgression gave so deep a wound. 

7. 
His chastening brought the purchase of our peace ; 
His stripes^ the healing of our dire disease. 
Like scattered sheep, we all have gone astray. 
And each pursued the error of his way. 

8. 
But God on him has bid the vengeance fall. 
On him has heap'd the sorrows of us all." 
Since heaven its just demand could ne'er withdraw, 
He bore the curse of heaven's offended law. 

9. 

'^ How meek, how patient, to the stroke he came, 
As, to the slaughter led, the guiltless lamb !" 
Unanswering, uncomplaining, see him stand, 
" Mute as the sheep beneath the shearer's hand." 
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10. 

Denied that justice which the meanest share, 

(Who can the baseness of his foes declare ?)5i 

" Snatch'd from the land of life awhile he lay^ 

Slain for the debt my people could not pay." 

11. 
With culprits join'd, in death he shar'd their doom ; 

Yet found his burial in the rich man's tomb ;52 

" And why ? his hands were innocent of wrong. 

And guile and fraud were strangers to his tongue. 

12. 

But God was pleas'd to bruise him, lay him low, 

And fill his portion from the cup of woe. 

— When with his life sin's ransom he shall pay. 

His eyes delighted shall his seed survey. 

51 ** Lo, from the dust his sacred head he rears ; 
And who shall count the number of his years V* 

M. 

52 «< Though join'd with sinners he resigned his breath. 
The rich their wealth employ 'd to g^ace his death." 

M. 
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13. 

Through length of days his power confinn'd shall staiw* 
And God's own work shall prosper in his hand. 
What joy, what transport, shall his soul pervade, 
To see the travail of that soul repaid ! 

14. 
Lo, the vile crowds whose guilt my servant hore ! 
They own'd him, knew him, — ^and are vile no mor^' 
He for his spoil the mighty shall ohtain. 
And o'er his proudest foes extend his reign ;53 

15. 

" Since to the death his soul he deign'd to pour. 
And, rank'd with sinners, met the destin'd hour ; 
Since, pleas'd tlie ransom for their guilt he gave, 
And stoop d to plead for whom he died to save." 



53 " He with the mighty shall their spoil divide, 
And snatch his portion from the sons of pride." 

M. 
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THE SAVIOUR'S FAREWELL CHARGE. 

' Remember me/ the Saviour cries ; 
' Remember how I left the skies ; 
Remember how^ a man of woe^ 
My glory veil'd, I dwelt below ; 
Remember all the truth I taught,^* 
The way I walk'd, the work I wrought ; 
Remember, more than all beside. 
The guilt-absolving death I died ;55 
Remember how, my Church's Head, 
I rose victorious from the dead ;56 
Remember how to heaven I went. 
And thence the promis'd Spirit sent ;57 
Remember how, at God's right hand. 
The Priest and Advocate I stand ; 
Remember how I come again. 
The King of saints, the Judge of men ! — 

* John XV. 20. Acts xx. 35. ^s 1 Corinthians xi. 25. 
5 2Tira. ii. 8. 57 Acts i. 4— 9. 



1391 ^RK satiour's farewkll charge. 

Wouldst dioa lepel the tfaooglits of sin ? 
RsMKMRKR ME, whcn sQch begin : 
Wooldst tlioQ be gentle, patient, pure P 
Remember me ; my strength secuxe.^ 
Wooldst thoa in hoars of joy beware ? 
Remember me, when all is fiur : 
Wooldst thoo thy sonows tranqoillise P 
Remember me, when sorrows rise : . 
Wooldst thoo in peace resign thy breath P 
Remember me, and smile in death : 
Wooldst thoo with G^OD in glory be ? 
One charge I leave ; remember me !' 

Remember thee, all else beyond ? — 
I WILL, my heart would lain respond : 
But, Saviour, 'tis my deep regret. 
That thee too often I forget. 
Give me, — ^my best petition, — give. 
In thy resemblance more to live : ' 

^ 2 Corinthians xii. 9. 




THI. SATinrilN FARKWELL CHARGE. 235 

When oil thf bt?d of deadi I ik, 

ill thy remembraiice iei me die ; 

Mv praver likt his 'vdio di€d with thee ; 

(What dearer prayer, what stioiiger pka ?*) 

— ' Lord. ID thy grace, reiiehber me ]*S9 

August, Id28. 
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THE DIURNAL AND THE ANNUAL EMBLEM OF 

HUMAN UFE. 

** laaNitaltt mt cperes, monet amnUt et almnm 

Q«» npit k0rm diem f" 

Hoa. 

1. 

Soon the sprightly monung^ — soon 
Steals awav the busy noon ; 
SiK>n is jH^nsive evening's light 
Buried by the covering night; 

2. 

Venial beaut}*, soon 'tis past ; 
Summer glon, soon o ercast. 
Yields to fading autumn s fall. 
Yields to winter darkening all. 

3. 

Hours luid seasons, mom and spring. 
Noon imd smnmer, vanishing, — 
Eve, October, — night, December, — 
Whisper, ' Man, thy lot remember ! 

Note. — The sentiment of this little piece is beautifully ex- 
pressed in Beattie's 'Hermit.* 
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4. 

See thy childhood's mom and May, 
Manhood's noon his summer day. 
Age's eve and autumn, — all 
Into night and winter fall.' 

5. 
Night repeats the moral strain ; 
See the fair moon wax and wane. 
Emblem of life's orient ray. 
Emblem of its dim decay. 

6. 
Mom the darken'd earth illumes ; 
Spring on winter's waste re-blooms : 
— Where is mom to break the gloom. 
Spring the winter, of the tomb ? 

7. 

Reason pauses with a sigh; 

Till, to Faith's prophetic eye. 
Mom and spring in soft reflection 
Paint the promis'd resurrection. 



2% MMBLMM OW SJTMAS LXFK. 

Still by nigtit is momiiig dasd, 
Spxing hj winiEr sdE dispbc'd; 
Bucijie mum, die sptmg sopezml, 
¥i£sa not nigtitj — s ever vcziial I 



9. 
Namre dms, each Tear, each dav, 
TeenL^ widi tvpes of mans detmy: 
Man s rericml to presage. 
Asks the hearn-flfainiiD'd p^e. 



Jan. 1S35. 
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Condusitom 



THE PRAYER-BOOK HISTORY OF HUMAN LIFE.* 

In this time-hallow'd Book of Prayer behold 
The tale of human life, how briefly told ! 



First, at the mystic font^o the new-born child 
Appears, to cleanse the nature siii defil'd. 
With water, emblem of that pardon'd state. 
To which heaven calls, and faith would consecrate ; 
While the fond mother, sav'd in nature's pain 
And peril, pours devotion's thankful strain.^i 

Note. — ^The reader can scarcely need to be reminded of the 
rich poetic wreath, with which the Book of Common Prayer 
has been adorned by Keble in his 'Christian Year.' 

00 Baptism of Infants. ^^ Churching of Women. 
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Nor l<Mig before her nuisUi^'s opeiung theui^t 

Claims with divine instruction to be fraught 

Lo, here, the beauteous Catechism desigti'd 1^ 

— ^Nor Icmg ere next the youth's reflecting mind 

Deares the vows of in&ncy to seal : 

See him in solemn Confirmation kiwel f^ 

Soon at the holy table to record 

The sweet Conmiunion of his dying Lord !<^ 

And now, matur'd to man, he wooes a wife. 
The heaven-sent partner of his love and life : 
With her, before the sacred priest he stands :^ 
Love join'd their hearts. Religion joins their hands. 

Years roll with silent swiftness. Led by God, 
He treads the path of man his fathers trod. 
And sickness, now, forewarns him of the tomb : 
Is there no light from heaven to cheer the gloom ? 

*2 Catechism for Children. ^3 Confinnation of Youth. 

^ Holy Communion. ^ Matrimony. 
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Yes, pastoral Visitation66 finds his home. 

When to the hours of prayer he may not come. 

Yet miLst he come, once more. How dear to faith 

Those words of life, heard in the scene of death, 

" I AM THE Resurrection I''^^ — o er the tomb 

They cast a glory, gilding nature's gloom ; 

As up the aisle, amid the friends that mourn. 

Or slowly toward the grave, the corpse is borne : 

Spirit to spirit, clay returns to clay ;68 

" And where is he ?" — "our fathers, where are they ?"69 



The Book is clos'd, whose hallow'd leaves unfold 
The tale of human life, how briefly told ! 

66 Visitation of the Sick. 67 Burial of the Dead. 

68 Eccles. xii. 7. 69 Job xiv. 10. Zech. 1. 5. 

November, 1830. 
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SERIES OF THE SONGS WITH THE CORRESPONDING 

AIRS. 



Inscription. — 'Bright be thy dreanu,* — ^Welsh, in National 

Airs. 
Introductory Stanzas. — ' Oh, Nanny, wilt thou gang with me ?' — 

T. Carter. 

I. How does the world. — 'Isaw thy form,* — Irish Melodies. 

II. When thy heart's emotion.—* Go where glory waits thee.* — lb. 

III. Oh, how sweet, divinely pleasant. — *By those eyes whose 
sweet expression.* — English. 

IV. When I rove or rest alone. — Haydn's Surprise, in Symphony 
m,, or ' Rich and rare.* — Irish Melodies. 

V. When I wake. — 'Joys of youth how fleeting.* — Portuguese, 

in National Aibs. 
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VI. Tempt no more, ye siren pleasures. — * Rousseau's dream.' 

VII. When man to godlike being sprang. — ' Erin go braghJ 

VIII. 'Tis vain, all vain. — * Begone dull care,* — ^English; or, 
' As slow our ship.* — Irish Melodies. 

IX. Beautiful rainbow. — * Erii^, the tear and the smile.' — Irish 
Melodies. 

X. How all our summer joys. — German air, name unknoum. 

XI. Farewell to sadness. — * Life let us cherish.* — Mozart. 

XII. What though this frame must perish. — ' Away with melan- 
choly.* — Ibid. 

XIII. Blest spirit, who hast gain'd. — ' Swiss Ranz des Vaches.* 

XIV. Were salvation's hope. — * Fresh and strong the breeze is 
blowing.* — Dr. Arnold. 

XV. When age with wintry force. — * When time who steals our 
years away.* — Moore. 

XVI. Oh, return that happier day. — * Siayy ye fleeting moment s^ 
stay.* — Mozart. 

XVII. Why art thou grieving? — ^ Di tanti palpiti.* — Rossini. 

XVIII. Oh, when will grace? — * The Soldier Bridegroom's 
Song.' — Words hy Scott, music by Stevenson. 

XIX. Oh, trust them not. — ' Que veut il dire?' — French. 

XX. My heart is deeply pain'd. — * Farewell^ farewell, thai sigh.* 
— [Iaydn {Andante in his overture in D.) 

XXI. The crystal vase. — ' Cadet et Babet.' — French. 
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XXII. The dove has ta'en her flight.— <Za rose et la violeiie: 
—French ; or, * The lose qfPaitie*8 MilL* 

XXIII. Gentlest creature. — * Ah, perdona,* — Mozart.' 

XXIV. Oh, moments of feeling. — * *Ti8 the last rose of summer.* 
— Irish Mel. 

XXV. So then thy voyage. — * L'encens desfleurs.* — Swiss. 

XXVI. Withdraw not thy presence. — * I sigh and lament me in 
vain,* — Queen Mart's Lamentation. 

XXVn. Oft at dead of night.— <^/ that's bright must fade,*— 
Indian, in National Airs. 

XXVIII. Keep, oh keep me. — * Portrait charmant,' — French. 

XXIX. Yon exquisite plant. — * Has sorrow thy young days 
shaded?* — Irish Mel. 

XXX. Hast thou wander'd in spring ?— < Believe me if all,* 
—Ibid. 

XXXI. Hast thou gaz'd on the lake ?— * It is not the tear,'— Ih. 

XXXII. Made soft with rain.—* My gentle harp,*— Ih, 

XXXIII. Hast thou at summer dawn. — * Oft in the stilly night,* 
— Scottish, in National Airs. 

XXXIV. The flowers of thy garden. — * ' Twas one of those dreams.* 
— Irish Mel. 

XXXV. Learn of me. — * When through life unblest we rove,* — 
Ibid. 

XXXVI. Grant me. Lord. — • Ah, vous dirai-je ?* — Rousseau. 

m2 
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XXXVII. Oh, could we pilgrims.— * !%« harp that onee.'- 
Irish Mbl. 

XXXVIII. Though far from thy covrntry.-^' Though the lot 
glimpse qfErin,' — Ibid, 

XXXIX. Yes, I must love.— ' TWe not qfiove: it gwee mepm: 
— Mrs. Cumberland ; or, * Thine lam, myfaitf^lfmr,*-^ 
Whitaker ; or, * softly sleep, my haby hoy,* — Smith. 

XL. Fain would I daily. — ' Sweet Iwusf alien.* — Irish Melodies. 
XLI. When the vale of life awhile. — * Bode*s air,* sung hf 

Madame Catalani. 
X Lll . Afflict me, Lord, for good. — * Nel cor piu non mi senio,'^ 

Paesiello. — * Hope told a flattering tale.* — Italian. 
XLI II. When the rising lord of light. — Air in PleyeTs Ow- 

certante, 
XLIV. All may be outwardly. — * Vedrai carina,* — Mozart. 
XLV. If 80 sweet e'en here. — German cavatina. — Bierey.* 



* The writer regrets that this exquisitely expressive air, associated here 
with one which he would place among his happiest adaptions, shuald be 
unknown in this country: he met with it at Heidelberg, in 1817. A sacred 
Cantata by Bierey, replete with charming masic, and adapted to English 
words, was first perfonned by the Shrewsbury Choral Society, October, 1836, 
and again May, 1837. — As a substitute for the German Cavatina, may be 
mentioned the air, "Ti* thy will, and J mwt leave thee;' or, ' Siceet doth 
blush tlie rosy mormng.* 
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XLVI. Oh, when it comes. — * Si vous avez connu.' — French; 

or, Dirge in Cymbeline. 
XLVII. Farewell : the hour is come. — * Se mi credi.' — Italian. 
XLVIII. If I were always true. — * And ye shall walk in silk attire.' 

— Scottish. 
XLIX. Those pleasant hours are o'er.— Mozart, Sonata 2, 

Op. 2. 
L. 'Tis past that night. — * If doughty deeds.* — Scottish. 
LI. *Tis the last of the days. — * Oh, breathe not his name.* — 

Irish Mel. 
LII . They talk*d of Jesus. — * Should auld acquaintance be forgot . * 

— Scottish. 
LIII. Lov'st thou me? — * Wilt thou say farewell ?* — Moore. 
LIV. Night cast unwonted gloom. — * Roslin Castle.* — Scottish. 
LV. In spirit pause. — ^Morva Rhuddlan.* — Welsh. 
LVI. Oh, think, though now. — * Thou*rt gane awa.* — Scottish 
LVII. How happy, past utterance. — * In Aprils when primroses.* 

—Ibid. 
LVIII. Oh, to him how sweet. — * N6s Galan* — Welsh. 
LIX. Happy those who. — * Blithe I hae been.* — Scottish ; or, 

* Shepherds, I have lost my love.* — Ibid. 
LX. How sweetly mingling. — * Gin living worth,* — Ibid. 
LXI. Oh, leave me not. — * Ve banks and braes.* — Ibid. 
LXII. Oh, Lord, I have wander'd.— * Logie o*5«cAa».'— Ibid. 
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LX[n. They wept when they parted.—' Here'9 a health to thm 

that's avoa* — ScomsH. 
LXIV. How can those.—* GcMa Water:— Vaii^* 
LXV. Can I deem myself. — * Ltww Oordon: — Ibid. 
LXVI. Oh, why hast thou circled ?— < JesM qfDunbUsne:- Ibii 
LXVn. Oh, say, shall the spirit.—' Through grirf and thrwi§i 

danger,* — Irish Mel. 
LXVIII. *Tis come, the time.—* The manly heart:— Mozakt. 
LXIX. They all were strangers.—' I^ere'e nae /«c*.*— Scot- 
tish ; or, ' J%e winter, it it past: — Scottish, arranged fty 

Braham. 
LXX. Fie waited years. — ' Oh, haste, and leave this sacred Isle: 

— Irish Mel. 
LXXI. Yes, Lord of the sabbath. — ' Oh, remember the ttme:— 

Spanish. 
LXXII. Oft the most belov'd.— * Ar hyd y n^.'— Welsh. 
LXXIII. His brother's rsige. — * Mary*s dream: — English. 
LXXIV. Strangers all were parted. — *Sulmargine: — Itauan. 
LXXV. When the high communion. — * Go, forget me: — J. P. 

Knight. 



• " Perhaps the air of this song is the very sweetest of all the fine airs of 
Caledonia: it charmed Haydn so mnch that he wrote tinder it, in the best 
English he could master; ' This one Dr, Haydn favourite song.' " — Allan 
Cunningham's Notes on Bums, vol. iv. 
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LXXVI. See them bending. — * Tears of an imprisoned maiden: 

— Air in Dr. Clarke Whitfield's glee, *Is it the roar of 

TeoioVstide?* 
LXXVII. There is a state.—* Mary, I believed thee true:— 

Stevenson. 
LXXVIII. Thou'rt poor.—* The Meeting of the Waters:— Irish 

Mel. 
LXXIX. The saint with all. — * When he who adores thee: — 

Irish Mel. 
LXXX. Shall thy bosom. — * God preserve the Emperor Francis: 

Haydn ; or, * TJie harmonious blacksmith: — Handel. 
LXXXI. Sweetly, oh, sweetly. — * Drink to me only: — English. 
LXXXII. Oh, where is the face. — * Dear harp of my country: — 

Irish Mel. 
LXXXIII. Weep not, oh, weep not. — * Farewell Theresa: — 

4 

Venetian, in National Airs. 
LXXXIV. And is there a land. — * Oh where, and oh where: — 

Scottish. 
LXXXV. — He climb'd the lonely mountain. — * Oh, no, we never 

mention her.* — Bishop. 
LXXXVI. Oh, do not forsake me. — * By the Feat's wave: — 

Irish Mel. 
LXXXVII. How soon, when our path. — * She is far from the 

land: — Irish Mel. 
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LXXXVnL Oh, how IdDdLj.—' bU qf fam/y/— Mb. Wsn- 

MOBC. 

LXXXDL Say, why ahonld tfar heart.— ' Avee^ /a'« the mtm 

Craifie bmrm,* — SoomsB. 
XC. How gtgl, anridrt oommotioD.— * Flow am tkom %kimim§fimr: 

— POBTUGUKSK, IN NATIOlf AI. AIB8. 

XCI. Would tium thine every joy. — ' Oky emme in aie whm itf- 

U§ht tett.' — ^Vkbriait, or National Aiaa. 
XCn. No, cease diy aoiiow.— < Tkoae weauiy Aeflv/ — RmaiAV, 

IN Nationai. Anu. 
XCm. While life prewei on.— <JkrnM0,i«# vilaMwr.'- 

Mblodiks. 
XCIV. When die heaveni.— < Wiokthe rwy 

Shielik 
XCV. A stranger, a sojoomer. — ' Sweet home.' — Bisbop. 
XCVI. When all around is sniiling. — * babeL' — Spanisb. 
XCVn. Oh, how sweet the voice of song. — ' Smile mgeam^ mif 

bwrnie kuaie,* — J. Pabbt. 
XCYin. Andsay'stthoo.— 'Xtff^ao/et (2f Yr«6er/ arranged by 

Babnett ; or, * She wore a wreath of rosea* — J. P. Knigbt. 
XCIX. Sweetly ye blow. — * Cana^an boat-song.* 
C. Wake, sweet voice. — * Sing, sweet harp T — ^Ibisb MaLoniBS. 



N 
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mtityitional pieces. 

:8 ON PiSGAH. 

lh'8 Prophetic picture of the suffering Messiah. 
Saviour's farewell charge, 
diurnal and the annual emblem of human life, 
prater-book history of human life. 



END. 



ChUeott, Printer, BriitoL 
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